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00 


I’m just a fragment. Like a frozen butterfly, quietly 
disappearing. 

I’ve always been watching her. I’ve always been watching 
her life full of pain, curses and love. 

All | could do was watch. | was already nothing but a 
residue. 


She has always been a child who wants punishment for 
being forgiven. 

She has never noticed her true desires. 

She has always cursed herself for being unforgivable, and 
she loved so that she could be. 

Ah, | feel so sorry for her. 

Living for the curse called love, cursing herself, 
committing crimes, and seeking redemption with the love 
that she had gouged out. 

She was forgiven, but she couldn’t forgive herself, so she 
lives by seeking punishment. 


I’m just a fragment. Like a frozen butterfly, quietly 
disappearing. 

| was only a residue from the day she threw me away, a 
symbol of disgust. 

Ah, may her days of atonement come to an end someday. 


Prologue 


Part 1 


With only a small trunk, | got off the carriage onto the 
brick ground. 

The sky was clear and blue. The royal capital, which 
thawed faster than the fief, had a cool and comfortable wind 
blowing against the warm sunshine. 

Isn’t this the perfect weather for orientation? It’s a pity 
that this kingdom doesn’t have any cherry blossom trees. 
Speaking of orientation, people think of white flowers with a 
light and cute red hue. I’ve never actually seen it before, so 
| really wanted to see it. 

Contrasting with the history of the old, white school 
building that sat at the back of the garden, which was vast, 
but not glamorous, and can be seen through the gate in 
front of me, were not red or yellow flowers, but only fresh 
green leaves that softened the cold feel of the massive 
building. The road paved with bricks, the whiteness of the 
building, the green flowerless plants, and the blue sky. | 
think it’s quite a refreshing scene. 

... However, if the overly-decorated words [jEngage Links 
~ Etoile Swaying the Gap{j hadn’t ruined this beautiful 
image in my mind, then it would be really refreshing. 

| sighed at my annoying memory. | haven’t found 
anything useful in the last 13 years, and even though | had 
completely forgotten about it because of my busy days, the 
moment | saw the scene that was involved with that, | 
began to insist on its existence to the extent of being 


annoying. It is only painful to have my emotions shaken 
more or less every time I’m made aware of this. On the one 
hand, | wondered whether this memory would disappear 
into oblivion, on the other hand, | had a feeling that the 
curse-like memory might torment me for the rest of my life. 

There is nothing more depressing than this. | quickly 
drove that memory to the corner of my mind. 

“... Excuse me. Young lord. Are you the new student, Earl 
Kaldia?” A voice called out to me as | gazed at the main 
gate of the school with a daunting feeling. | turned my gaze 
and saw a commoner woman dressed in the staff uniform 
with an awkward smile quickly come out from the guard 
tower in the outer wall. | nodded, and she plucked the hem 
of her skirt and curtsied. 

“We've been waiting for you, Earl Kaldia. Welcome to the 
Royal Academy.” 

“Thank you for meeting me. Please take care of me from 
now on.” 

| tried to produce a soft voice as much as | possibly could, 
but it seemed like it was pointless. Her awkward smile 
completely convulsed, and she stared at my face. | was 
already used to this reaction in the royal capital. 

Her gaze moved from my face towards my left shoulder. 
The dark ruby shone through the light of the sun reflected in 
her eyes, and she deflected her gaze as if she had been 
repelled. 

“I, I’ll show you to the dormitory...!” 

Blood drained from her face, and she turned her pale face 
away from me. Then, she went back to the guard tower to 
arrange a Carriage from the school. This is alSo a reaction | 
see a lot, and I’m getting used to it. 

| didn’t even sigh, and silently watched her back. Then, | 
turned to the other side of the fence again. 

The ‘me’ in the memory that was stuck in my head 
behaved like a poisonous flower in this school. She wasn’t 
pretending, and she was like a deadly poisonous girl 


towards her parents and siblings, and in the end, she was 
pulled out from the school and executed. 
Well, it’s already no use now. 

| thought | had completely forgotten about it until | saw 
this view. In fact, | hadn’t completely forgotten about it, but 
it had escaped my memory that this school in my memories, 
the memories of a different world, is the stage of an otome 
game. 





| headed to the dormitory where | would be staying for at 
least three years and swayed in the academy carriage fora 
little over 30 minutesj1]. The Royal Academy, an area which 
occupied one-fifth of the royal capital, was already the size 
of a town, and the area where the dormitory was located 
looked like a residential area. 

The road which seemed wide enough for three carriages 
to run alongside each other with spare room changed from 
brick to stone according to the scenery. Along the road were 
well-planned dormitories, but the one | was assigned to, a 
mansion that stood on the other side of the fountain square 
at the end of the road, was a little further from here. 
Isolation or something? 

“... SO, this is it?” 

| looked up at the building that towered over me and 
observed it... The bitterness that swelled in my heart flowed 
from my mouth. Up until now, | have been living a miserable 
noble life, so rather than feeling impressed by this mansion, 
the enormous cost of maintaining it floated into my head. 
My living expenses have increased unpleasantly, | thought, 
but was it really like that? 

The architecture style of this building was much older 
than the dormitories | saw along the road. The semi-wooden 
imported ebony structure was exposed like mortar, and the 
window frames were decorated with rare traditional tiles... If 
my knowledge is correct, three features are designated as 
protected by the church as historical and cultural structures. 


Simply put, it is a national cultural property. Do | have to live 
in a cultural property...? Honestly, you’ve got to be kidding 
me. 

The size of the property made me feel uncomfortable, 
and a knocker on the large door sounded. The servants who 
| hired at the royal capital should already be in this mansion. 
| already told them my arrival time, so the door immediately 
opened from one side with a heavy sound. 

| tried to thank the servant who had opened the door 
and was startled. | thought | would see the face of a 
servant in the prime of his life, but it was a guest with an 
extremely high position. 

“Yo, you must be tired. | arrived early, so | came here 
first.” 

“... Ergnard-dono.” 

A great knight who I’ve become surprisingly close with in 
the last few years. | never expected him to greet me, so | 
ended up gaping and looking stupid. 

“You seem really surprised.” 

“| heard you would be arriving tomorrow at noon.” 

“That’s why | said | got here early. It was easier to get rid 
of the monsters than | thought, so | ran here on my horse 
since | wanted to see my adopted child’s finest clothing. | 
thought | would get here before the owner of the mansion, 
but | can’t help when I’ve arrived.” 

With a smile on one side of his lips, he, Ergnard, 
opened the front door wider. He took the small trunk that 
wasn’t so heavy from my hand and walked back into my 
house, as if he was familiar with it. 

“Come quickly. | have a few gifts for you.” 

| followed after Ergnard, who was beckoning me. | walked 
quickly to bridge the gap of his large strides and tilted my 
head. 

“Gifts?” 

“From my older brothers and one from me.” 

“... From Earl Einsbark?” 








“You won't say there’s no reason for you to receive it, 
would you, Countess Eliza Kaldia Einsbark?” 

| was at a loss for words. | am certainly using Einsbark as 
my name now. Although this surname was given to me by 
His Majesty the King, the reason was certainly that | had 
formed a relationship with the Einsbark House. 

... However, it’s natural to be reluctant to receive a 
private gift from people who | only remember meeting a few 
times. The relationship was a pseudo-parent-child 
relationship between individuals and is not connected to 
their family. Honestly, their expectations are transparent 
and very heavy. 

“Haha, you don’t have to think so hard. When you 
became my adopted child, father also made a parental 
offer, right? But, you coldly turned it down. My older 
brothers would have made the same offer had they been 
allowed.” 








Ergnard passed my trunk to the servant while saying, 
“Because you're...” and walked up the stairs. | Know he was 
complimenting me, but | didn’t feel pleased. Maybe because 
| would be evaluated as a result. Having said that, it wasn’t 
like | was uncomfortable, so | feel complicated. | exhausted 
my words with heavy expectations. 

When we went up the stairs, there was a sunny lounge 
with elegant furniture. It was a space | didn’t have at the 
Small mansion | used in the noble district, nor at the 
mansion | used in the fief. Recent architectural styles tend 
to reduce extra space. 

“This is the most comfortable place in this mansion. You 
can relax and doze off here. How about performing your 
office work here?” Ergnard, who had entered the house 
before the homeowner, said as he laughed, then he sat on 
the sofa as if it were his own home. | also sat down on the 
other sofa across from the low table. | could tell that this 
comfortable sofa was high-quality because it was soft but 
not spring-like. 

“I'll put away the sofa and table, and if | can bring ina 
bookcase, then I'll do that.” 

“You can’t do that. Don’t destroy my relaxation space. 
And if you destroy this relaxation place, then you’re getting 
your priorities backwards.” 

“Hah,” he sighed in a pompous way. | laughed a bit. Even 
though he had said that, Ergnard is a very diligent and 
prominent person who leads the Knight Order at the border 
fortress. His unique way of caring, by showing humour and 
getting rid of distance, hasn’t changed since we met. 

“So, I'll be performing office work in the office. After all, 
this table can’t handle mountains of documents.” 

“Then, alright. These are the items my brother gave me.” 

| dropped my gaze to the low table in front of me. Three 
simple and small boxes sat on the table. “Why don’t you 
open them?” Ergnard urged. | opened the boxes from the 
left. 


“... What is this?” 

“From me, the Tactics Book, the Spear Instruction Book... 
Oh, this is amazing. It’s Rindarl’s Intelligence Report.” 

All the boxes contained bundles of paper. Only the tactics 
book narrowly had a binding, and it did look like a book. 
There were also two holes punctured on the paper, and 
string was used to tie the papers together. | think these are 
a good representation of the personalities of each of the 
senders. 

| thought of it like escapism, because such an unexpected 
gift was slipped in. 

“Rindarl’s Intelligence Report...” | whispered in 
amazement. | quickly flipped through the pages, and, just 
like | had predicted, unpleasantly the back was dated four 
days ago. Isn’t this the latest and newest report that hasn’t 
been submitted to the Upper House of Lords? 

| was at my wits’ end. Intelligence on Rindarl Union, who 
were at war, is confidential. The Upper House of Lords 
reviews the information before other nobles can apply for 
permission to read the contents... That is how vital this 
information is. 


Part 2 


Why give this to me? 

“That’s a great expression.” 

Ergnard laughed happily. But | couldn’t laugh. 

“Isn't it fine? You’re now indispensable to the fight with 
Rindarl. You should be allowed to read everything.” 

“... [don’t think that’s the case.” 

| held my aching head while glaring at Ergnard, but he 
wasn’t bothered at all. Ergnard, who is always in the 
frontline of battles, wouldn’t respond to a gaze from a young 
girl like me. 


“Well, it’s like that. The sooner you get the information, 
the more advantages my troops get. Isn’t that right, Earl 
Kaldia? You who hold distinguished military service and is 
admired as the cruel Earl.” 

| was at a loss for words again. Ergnard looked at the ruby 
medal on my left shoulder. | had certainly received this dark 
scarlet jewel, which was like a blood crystal and resembled 
my eyes, from His Majesty the King for what | did in battle... 
| try not to think about it much, but Ergnard, who had 
purposely pointed this out, is a terrible person. | held my 
head more and hung it down. 

“| was just lucky that time.” 

“Oh. Well, you were certainly lucky. On top of disrupting a 
force equipped with the latest pistols, you also captured the 
Earl and Knight Division of the enemy kingdom. That’s an 
achievement that hasn’t been matched in 200 years, you 
know?” 





| actually hadn’t wanted distinguished military 
services. | was desperate for the soldiers | led, and for the 
sake of surviving. Because of that, | became strangely 
excited; well, it might have also been a mixture of personal 
hatred, and anger... at any rate, | never imagined that | 
would receive a medal, a name and even an Earl title. 

But, why did it turn out like this? 

“You probably think you’ve been overestimated. Well, 
that’s true. Your self-assessment isn’t wrong. But you forget 
the important point.” 

“Important point...?” 

“You're still a child. You’re an inexperienced child. It’s not 
right to see yourself in the same line as mature adults.” 

“Arggh,” a groan escaped from my mouth. Ergnard burst 
into laughter as if he couldn’t hold it back and finally held 
his stomach. 

Don’t laugh. | was desperate. | resented that quietly in 
my mind and rubbed the wrinkle that had appeared 
between my brows. 


Those who have an important task, like Ergnard, but have 
leeway are utterly jealous of me. I’ve only hit the limit, but | 
received an Earl rank. No matter how you look at it, it’s too 
much for me. 

Give me a break. I’m not that great. How easy would it be 
if | could say that? | don’t have exceptional abilities, nor was 
| born blessed. | was a Viscount’s daughter and would have 
remained that way had | not done anything. 

But if | did have something special, then... 

The reason why my schedule went amiss even though it 
was an awful and stupid reason, then... it’s because, from 
some mistake, the memories of a woman from a different 
world were stuck in my memories. 

It’s depressing. No, honestly, it’s tiresome. 

Since standing at the main gate of the academy, every 
annoying memory that | tried to forget flickered through my 
mind. Every time I’m aware of these memories which | call 
‘previous memories’, my graceless life, which | have been 
desperately clinging to with no leeway, is dragged out 
longer. It’s really annoying. 

“And, remember your success in your first silent 
Campaign. The plan worked remarkably well. In spite of 
being on the front line.” 

“... Lalmost died,” | retorted as | remembered the 
beginning of my involvement with Ergnard. | involuntarily 
grasped my left wrist. A thin chain made a rubbing sound 
underneath the cloth. | bit on my molars at the excruciating 
memory. 

Even though I’ve only been alive for 10-odd years, 
thinking back, nothing good happened. 

... Even though there was an age limit, why wasn’t this 
more like an otome game where the world is sparkling, 
simple and happy? Sure, I’m not the main character of the 
game. Furthermore, | was a rival character, but this 
heartless world didn’t have many otome game elements. No 


matter how you compare my life to a game it would be a 
town simulation or war simulation. 

| couldn’t help but complain about this world, even 
though | knew how painfully real it was. 

Honestly, why did it turn out like this? 
because of my actions, after all? 

With a tepid feeling, | remembered the first biggest screw 
up that | caused. 


Was it 





... [didn’t hesitate when that poisonous leaf sank into the 
soup in the pot. 

| don’t Know what kind of expression | was making as | 
gazed at it. When | looked at the finely ground poison, while 
being extremely careful not to touch it, my head was filled 
with blackness rather than white. With leather gloves that 
were too large for my hand, | sneered at how silly it looked. 
The poisonous leaf nearly killed my younger sister in the 
distant past and was etched in my mind. It was ironic that | 
now used that memory to poison and massacre my new 
family. 

Fortunately, tonight’s dinner was filled with a large 
number of seafood delicacies that my vile mother had 
probably obtained from some unscrupulous merchant. 
lronically, this was a banquet to celebrate my birthday. 

The poisonous leaf was rarely seen in this kingdom and 
became a smokescreen. People must have thought that 
they had food poisoning, or they must have suspected that 
the merchant, who had sold the ingredients, had 
assassinated the family. In either case, the suspension 
would definitely not fall on me. 

My mother was interested in nothing but money and 
picked fights everywhere, and my father loved seeing blood 
and pain contorted on people’s faces more than anything, 
so this was their punishment. The whole branch of the 
family was wiped out. No one had the right to inherit 
anything other than me. 


Considering my age, | could wipe out the Kaldia House, 
but that was still fine. | didn’t want to become the feudal 
lord. Depending on the situation, | even thought it was fine 
to die as a reward for killing my family. Questioned for the 
sins of the father or exposed for murdering one’s family. At 
that time, my heart was dying, and | wasn’t able to think 
about my life or death. 


Viscount Kaldia’s family, known for their viciousness, all 
died leaving behind their youngest daughter, Eliza, who had 
just turned two on that day. A merchant infamous for being 
unscrupulous was executed for the crime of poisoning the 
Viscount’s entire family. 

And that is the story of how I, Eliza Kaldia, 
succeeded the position of Junior Viscount. 

| cried when my first action was to assassinate my family, 
| couldn’t help but cry, because my heart already couldn’t 
handle anything anymore. 

| could do nothing but endure my fear towards the crazy 
family who toyed with human life, to the resentment of the 
citizens who died, and to the future exactly like the 
game to the future where my whole family is given 
the death penalty. 

The course of the villainess Eliza Kaldia was thus cut off, 
and all that remained was me, who committed the greater 
crime of killing one’s parents. 


000000) 


“Oh, look... that’s Earl Kaldia. Black hair, blood-red eyes, 
no doubt.” 

“Oh, is that the inhuman Earl who enjoys blood...?” 

In the hall filled with chatting students, | could hear some 
talking about me. |, who hold peerage and a fief, among 
these noble sons and daughters, held the second-highest 
rank in this school, after the Crown Prince. 











| used the servant, who was accompanying me, and 
asked for a drink, but | didn’t cheer up even after gulping it 
down. It’s not very interesting. It was an evening party for 
first-year students, so | thought | should attend, but they 
Surrounded me at a distance just because | was elevated to 
a higher position. On top of that, their eyes pierced me, and 
they said whatever they liked. It really wasn’t interesting at 
all. 

Should | leave soon? It was much better to read the 
Tactics Book I’ve just received from Ergnard. | sulked, and 
someone tapped my shoulder. 

“Hey, Kaldia... no, Earl Einsbark. Congratulations on your 
peerage promotion.” 

When | turned around, | saw an astoundingly handsome 
boy with blonde hair and blue eyes. | managed to suppress 
my surprise. 

“Your Highness, the Crown Prince...” 

The person, who was smiling softly at me, was the Crown 
Prince of this kingdom, Prince Alfred. As a simple 
introduction; Handsome Prince. 

He held his hand out to me with a dazzling smile. | took 
his hand, and after a moment of hesitation, | kissed the back 
of his hand. It was a formal greeting since this was the first 
time we had met, but judging by his expression, he may 
have wanted me to shake his hand instead. 

I’ve seen him a few times before when | visited the 
castle, but I’ve never actually seen him up close. Therefore, 
it was not until | saw him give an opening speech as the 
first-year representative on the stage that | remembered 
that he was one of the capture targets who appeared in the 
otome game. When | look at his face from up close, hazy 
memories of him in the otome game are coming back to me, 
like they had at the front gate of the academy. 

| recalled that the Crown Prince had a close relationship 
with the other capture targets, and when | looked at the 
people next to him, as | expected, | felt déja vu. It’s a 


strange feeling. The names of the characters were vague, 
but their appearance stubbornly remained. 

| compared my vague memories with reality, and next to 
him were the sons of Archdukes, and the grandson of the 
Royal Army’s commanding general; they were definitely 
talented people who will bear the next generation. They all 
will support the Crown Prince in the future... | wouldn’t be 
surprised if this school gets attacked by enemies. Aren’t 
there too many VIPs gathered here as first-years this year? 

The Crown Prince had probably left his high ranking 
followers and took the trouble of coming to greet me due to 
status within the school. There were noble children here 
from higher ranking families than me, but according to the 
laws of this kingdom, they were still treated as nobles 
without titles. Some may have already inherited peerage 
from their House, but it seems like none of them has 
inherited a title higher than Earl. 

“I’m happy to be in the same class as you. I'll be in your 
care from now on.” 

Just like the schools in my previous life, this academy 
separated students by their grades. It’s hard to say that this 
system fell in line with the cultural level of this kingdom, but 
| think these mismatched conditions is indeed an otome 
game component used for entertainment. Whether it was 
because | started practical study early to manage my fief, or 
because it was a gift from having memories of my previous 
life, | am in class 1, that is to say, the best class in this 
academy. 

It’s unwelcomed. Most of the capture targets are there. 
From now on, | can easily expect that | will be bothered by 
each annoying memory. 

“... It is a good fortune to be in the presence of Your 
Highness. | am most honoured by your words.” 

| hid my difficult to describe disgust and politely bowed 
as a retainer. The Crown Prince looked troubled as he puta 
smile on his face. 


“Take it easy. You are not my subject yet, but His 
Majesty’s. Besides, this is the academy. I'd like to be your 
friend; is that not possible?” 

... Oh, that’s why he seemed unhappy when | kissed the 
back of his hand. If possible, | would like him to refrain. Not 
because he’s a character in the otome game. | won’t make 
friends for such a stupid reason. 


Part 3 


“| apologise. Your Highness, you will be the future King. | 
cannot allow myself to be impolite. Please forgive me.” 

“But are you going to be formal for three whole years? | 
think that will be just tiring for everyone. | think we’ll be 
seeing each other quite often given our ranks.” 

No, no, of course, that wouldn’t happen. What is this 
Crown Prince talking about? 

Although I’m the second-highest-ranking noble in this 
school after the Crown Prince, once | leave this school, I'll 
just be an Earl. Furthermore, I’m a rising newcomer. Unlike a 
marquis or a margrave, my status isn’t appropriate for 
getting close to the Crown Prince. There should be dukes’ 
children here as well, so | think he’d be better off 
associating with them instead. In noble society, people of 
different statuses acquainting themselves with each other 
would plant the seeds of useless friction. 

Although, my status is lower than the Crown Prince’s, so, 
unfortunately, | couldn’t refuse his direct request. 

“... AS you wish, Your Highness.” 

In the end, when | reluctantly agreed with him, the Crown 
Prince showed off his gorgeous smile. It’s so dazzling, my 
eyes are spinning. Please stop it. 

“Thanks, Earl. By the way, can | ask? Why are you 
wearing clothes for men?” 


“According to the school regulations, students with noble 
titles are Supposed to wear formal military attire.” 

“Il know, but...” 

Even | think it’s natural for the Crown Prince to be 
confused with what | was wearing. | was wearing the 
Kaldia’s formal military attire. The school had no uniform 
regulations, and most noble children wore their own clothes. 
Especially the girls, it’s normal for them to dress up every 
day, since other nobles’ eyes will be on them. Most of the 
girls, who aren’t engaged, are desperately trying to find a 
partner here while in school. 

However, there was a rule stating that nobles with titles 
must attend school wearing military uniform; just like how 
the Crown Prince was wearing the Imperial Guard’s uniform, 
and I, the Kaldia’s military attire. This rule was meant to 
make their statues stand out from other students. 

“... Does that also apply to female students?” 

“lam the first female student this academy has ever had 
with a noble title, so it applies to me as well.” 

In Arxia Kingdom, it was customary for a man to inherit. A 
woman only inherits the title only when there were no other 
suitable candidates, and if there is only a minor female in 
the direct bloodline, then a boy from the branch family is 
given the right to succeed. | was a complete exception 
because there weren’t any other candidates from the 
branch family. 

Well, | might have led a much easier life if there wasn’t a 
noble law stating that everything would be inherited by the 
sole survivor... 

Thus, | am stuck with dressing up as a man for the next 
three years. Since the knight uniforms and military attires 
are considered as uniform, | had to dress up in this 
whenever | attend the House of Lords or evening parties. 

“Tl like them very much since they’re more practical than 
dresses. | am glad | do not need to spend unnecessary 


money on accessories. You don’t have to worry about my 
clothes, Your Highness.” 

Well, even before entering the academy and holding a 
Viscount title as a minor, | can count the number of times 
I’ve worn women’s clothing because of customs. I’m already 
used to wearing men’s clothing. I’m more familiar with them 
than dresses. 

“Then, that’s fine. Now then, how about | introduce you to 
my friends?” 

“It is my pleasure to meet them.” 

After a slight bow, the Crown Prince summoned the 
people around him with just his gaze. The gesture, which 
hadn’t made me feel uncomfortable, was just as expected 
from a Crown Prince. 

“Everyone, I'll introduce her to you. This is Junior Earl 
Eliza Kaldia Einsbark. These are Archduke Dorvadain’s sons, 
Viscount Grace and Baron Eric. And this is Baron Sieghart 
from the Lorenzorell House.” 

“It is an honour to meet you. My name is Eliza Kaldia 
Einsbark.” 

| was impressed by the line-up of handsome boys in front 
of me. All of them were capture targets in the otome game. 
It would be strange for them not to be handsome. Their 
faces are younger than | remember, probably because I’m 
meeting them a year earlier than when the game started. 

“Mm, you’re the one we’ve heard about. When | heard 
about your military achievements, | was astonished to find 
out you were a girl.” 

“That’s right. Would a dress look better on you than a 
military attire?” 

Without introducing themselves, Archduke Dorvadain’s 
sons, Grace and Eric, chuckled while saying impolite things; 
they had royal blood in them and are the Crown Prince’s 
relatives. Both of them completely inherited their looks from 
their father and looked like they could be twins, despite 
being birthed from different mothers. They had red 


shoulder-length hair, which was tied behind them, and 
matching saffron eyes. In the game, they certainly had 
those positions. 

In the game, they had excellent specs, but they made fun 
of me in this place, right in front of me. It seems like their 
heads are rather empty. The people around us, who were 
listening in, started chatting among themselves. 

Well, the immature side of me which got provoked by 
trivial remarks has been worn out since | entered the House 
of Lords. 

“Though, you seem to resemble your father greatly even 
like this. Depending on who you ask, you’re the living image 
of him... As for the battlefield, you’re lucky. Our military is 
extremely confident because they’re well-trained, but that’s 
only a few. It’s nothing but sheer luck that you managed to 
defeat a small unit with a commander.” 

| didn’t allow my facial muscles to twitch and spoke to 
dodge their malicious remarks. 

“She's like her father, huh. I’ve heard about him. The 
infamous demon feudal lord who tortured his citizens to 
death and ruined his own fief, right?” 

Eric probably had a sense for striking at people’s weak 
points. He irritatingly added malicious information. 

| glanced at my surroundings. The people around us, who 
were listening in, gulped their saliva while a dangerous aura 
surrounded us. The Crown Prince, and the remaining 
follower who hadn’t spoken, Sieghart, failed to come up with 
an idea on how to stop Eric. 

. Yes, he was definitely an infamous man. The 
horrible deeds committed by my father in his fief were really 
troublesome. As you know, reconstruction still isn’t 
complete. | wish he could have been stopped five years 
earlier.” 

“Ridiculous. You wouldn’t have been born had your father 
died five years earlier.” 





“There wouldn’t have been any problems even if it was 
before | was born,” | replied indifferently. | predicted my 
answers would agitate him. Eric shook his head in 
annoyance. It seems that my answers really got on his 
nerves. 
| supposed | distanced myself from him with this. 
Eric isn’t a legitimate child, like Grace and Seighart, and his 
animosity is probably because he is incredibly selfish. Even 
after graduation, | will continue to interact with nobles, and 
he had a higher family status than me. It would be 
troublesome if he approached me futilely, and it was hard to 
make him hate me. Eric is an illegitimate child, so | probably 
won't get involved with him in the future. 

“Eric.” 

Grace grabbed Eric’s shoulders and stopped him when he 
glared at me and looked like he was about to explode. Grace 
whispered something to Eric and dragged him away to the 
dance floor. Although | was supposed to have a higher rank 
than them, they didn’t even greet me. | didn’t want to 
worsen my relationship with Grace as well, but | wouldn’t 
interact with him if | don’t enter the upper noble ranks like 
Archduke. There’s nothing | can do about it, so | just left 
them alone. 

“... My friend was rude to you.” 

Before long, Sieghart awkwardly lowered his head 
towards me. Being the grandson of the commanding 
general Marquis Lorenzorell, he had sharp maroon eyes 
which shone gold when they hit the light, and dark black 
hair. He had fearless features like his grandfather and had 
ambition appropriate for someone who descended from the 
greatest military family in Arxia. He’s also the tallest of the 
four boys, had the best physique, and people could tell ata 
glance that he’s a military noble. 

| was also treated as a military noble because of my 
Einsbark name, but compared to him, | feel like my body is 





awfully tiny. | guess the difference in our genders is too 
large. 

“Please don’t mind. It appears that | have hurt his 
feelings.” 

| shrugged my shoulders, and the commanding general’s 
grandson sighed in relief. His actions were slightly similar to 
those of my knights and definitely felt like he had a relation 
to the commanding general. 

“How has Marquis Lorenzorell’s health been? He took 
good care of me on the battlefield.” 

“I’m sure you know my grandfather better than I. We do 
live in the same house, but the last time | saw him was 
before the war began. He seems quite busy lately.” 

“Oh, he’s probably still dealing with the aftermath of the 
battle. There’s a lot of injured soldiers, and many captured 
prisoners as well. Also, the enemy has invented a new 
weapon. Since the war hasn’t ended, he must be preparing 
for the next battle.” 

The royal army is commanded by the Kingdom, while the 
fief armies are personal armies. Therefore, in a war between 
kingdoms, most of the fighting is done by the royal army. 
Since Marquis Lorenzorell has a solemn personality, he’s 
probably taking the lead in doing the work. 

“... How about the injured soldiers in the Kaldia army?” 
The Crown Prince, who had been silently listening to us, 
asked quietly. He had a serious expression, probably 
because he already knew how many were injured in the 
royal army. 

“Fortunately, most of my army returned unscathed from 
the battlefield. My army consists mainly of cavalry troops... 
so it’s slightly different from the royal army which consists 
of mostly infantry.” 

“Ah, that’s good to hear. You won your first battle, and 
most of your troops returned unscathed? That’s brilliant. You 
must be a reliable leader,” the Crown Prince congratulated 


me with a smile, but | felt my lips slightly twist into a wry 
smile. 

“Thank you for your compliment.” 

Actually, that wasn’t my first battle. The Kingdom 
pretended it didn’t happen for their own convenience, but 
my first battle was a skirmish that occurred in the eastern 
border. 

It happened seven years ago. It’s understandable for the 
Prince not to know about such a small battle. After all, the 
Crown Prince had only been six-years-old at that time... 
Well, of course, | was also six. 

But, what | had lost in that fight wasn’t that big. 

If the Crown Prince didn’t know about this event, even 
though he more or less hears about information on war, 
then no one would find out about it, and the battle will fade 
into oblivion. 

| feel strangely sad about this. 

As if mourning for the people | lost in that war slowly sunk 
into sentiment. 





Chapter 1 


Part 1 


This year, | quietly celebrated my 5th birthday in the 
mansion as if | was holding my breath, and it happened a 
few weeks after. 

Early in the morning at the beginning of spring, when it 
was still dim. | suddenly woke up before my wet nurse came 
to my room. My pyjamas were moist with unpleasant sweat, 
even though it was still cold. It felt disgusting, so | got out of 
bed. 

... lt wasn’t unusual for me to have nightmares when my 
father was alive. | even think that it’s my responsibility to 
remember those hellish days. 

Because that was my sin. 

But my heart was beating fast, as if it was going to jump 
out of my chest, and my breath was shallow, as if | had just 
finished running. | didn’t think | would be able to go back to 
Sleep. 

| wet a cloth in the water jug, wiped my face and body, 
took off my pyjamas, wore my tunic, covered myself with a 
dalmatic[2] and tightened the slash. My body felt cold, even 
though | was wrapped in thick clothes, but this world didn’t 
have a method of warming your body up by taking a warm 
bath. | wore another coat and left the rest to my body 
temperature. 

| stood in front of the mirror so that | could tie my waist- 
length hair, and the nightmare I'd just had flickered through 
my mind. 


Father’s crazy smile reflected in the mirror. White skin, 
black hair, and dark red eyes that looked like trickling blood. 
My features were exactly the same as my father’s. My 
features looked more like his as the years passed by. 
Consequently, | also resembled the ‘Eliza’ from my previous 
world memories, which were still stuck in my mind. 

My trivial memories of my daily life in that world have 
already faded, but the game and things related to this world 
haven't faded at all. Even though | wanted so badly to 
forget the cause of my sin and wanted it to be erased. 

A violent impulse which made me want to smash the 
mirror rose up in my throat. My heart beat loudly, | forgot to 
breathe, and the tips of my lips moved like several fish 
washed up on the shore. | felt the scorching hot and 
muddily, oppressive emotions being piled on with every 
passing day and month, slowly strangling me. 

In the cold, a half-hearted sigh escaped from my mouth. | 
forcefully breathed and relaxed my whole body. My body felt 
heavy, like mud. 

Cold sweat dripped down my cheeks, even though it was 
cold. | roughly wiped my face again and quickly tied up my 
hair. | pulled my hair, which was different from ‘Eliza’ and 
my father’s, and felt like my face had changed a little. | 
knew it wasn’t very noble-like, but | couldn’t change it 
anymore. 


The feudal lord’s mansion was built on a small hill with a 
wheat field at the bottom and was called Golden Hill 
Mansion because the ears of wheat looked like a golden sea 
in harvest season. 

After the previous feudal lord died, the inside of the 
mansion was empty, despite it being small, and it was also 
silent, since all the extra furniture and ornaments had been 
sold off and the personnel were kept to a minimum. The root 
of my father’s evil still remained, and it was still gloomy. 


But my days of silence suddenly changed drastically 
since the other day. 

A lot of soldiers entered and left the mansion, and my 
guardian, who was acting as the substitute feudal lord and 
usually secluded himself in the office, gave out instructions 
in the entrance hall. It was my first time seeing that scene. | 
carefully peeked out from the window in the courtyard and 
tried to understand what was going on. | didn’t go directly to 
the entrance hall because I’ve already had a dreadful 
experience there. 





That day, after breakfast, bloodthirsty gazes 
greeted me when | went out to the entrance hall. Soldiers 
from the fief army dressed up in leather equipment were 
glaring at me with hatred. There were even people who put 
their hands on the handle of their swords. 

A young man asked me with a roar, “How dare you show 
your face in front of us?” 

Men in metal armour tilted their heads in suspicion, or 
surprise, and looked between the young man and me. | 
couldn’t say anything, and all | could do was look up at the 
young man. 

“Eliza, go back to your room. Gunter, stand down. You’re 
in front of the feudal lord,” my guardian’s harsh voice 
echoed, and my feet finally retreated sluggishly. The soldiers 
of the army continued to look at me without averting their 
gaze until | closed the door. 

It was my first time meeting the people of Kaldia since | 
took over the lordship. In short, it was my first time since | 
killed my family with poison. 

They hated me and were furious enough to kill me. 

| remembered those stern gazes from behind the door, 
and a feeling close to relief welled up in my heart. | felt 
oddly satisfied with my heavy emotions because they hated 
me properly. 


| am someone who should be loathed, my sinful 
conscious whispered to me. 





“Eliza-sama, what are you doing?” A voice called out to 
me from behind, and my shoulders jumped. | turned around, 
and saw my tutor, Mareshan, looking at me in shock. 

“... /’m sorry. | was really curious, so | was seeing what 
the soldiers were up to.” 

“It seems you understand that what you are doing isn’t 
appropriate for a noble. You don’t have to apologise, if 
you're curious, then you should proudly go and see what 
they are doing. You are the feudal lord, the master of this 
mansion.” 

| couldn’t agree with her, nor shake my head, and turned 
away from Mareshan’s sincere gaze. 

Indeed, I’m the feudal lord. In other words, the master of 
the soldiers is me. But why did | brazenly show my face in 
front of them again? | wasn’t planning on running away from 
their hatred, but | didn’t want to stir up their murderous 
intent either... My atonement towards them didn’t include 
being killed. 

Mareshan sighed, pulled my hand and sat down ona 
nearby bench. 

“Listen, Eliza-sama. If you think you’re still inexperienced 
and aren’t worthy of being the feudal lord, then leave 
everything to Earl Thelesia, and don’t pry into the work of 
adults.” 

She’s absolutely right. | could only agree with her 
warning. There’s nothing | can do, even if | Knew what was 
going on. | shouldn’t have sneaked around to get a peek. 

“Of course, if it’s something you need to know, then Earl 
Thelesia will tell you exactly what is going on. I’m sure you 
know this well.” 

| nodded again. Like she said, it was evident that he was 
faithful to his work from the way he acted in the last three 
years. 


The old noble, Earl Thelesia, became my guardian and 
parent on behalf of my parents and acted as the feudal lord 
on behalf of the new feudal lord who couldn’t do her work 
because of her young age. He was equally strict on himself 
and was sincere to the citizens. He was completely opposite 
from my family, who had indulged themselves with pleasure 
and tormented the citizens. 

The Earl supported me because | wasn’t at an age where 
| could rule, and when he had first came to this mansion 
from the royal capital, | had observed him in secret for a 
while, but | couldn’t find any dishonesty in the work he did. 
When | was four and had first started learning how to add 
and subtract, he even explained to me what he did for the 
reconstructions, and how he got money for it. After I’d 
turned five, he also gave me post-reports on things other 
than management in the fief. 

“You can just ask him if you have any questions. He will 
answer all your questions without any deceit,” Mareshan 
said confidently. | didn’t nod to that. 

The Earl certainly doesn’t lie, nor does he deceive. But | 
know that his words are difficult to understand for a baby 
and that he can’t explain them in a simpler way. At least, his 
explanations are not something to tell a child who was only 
a single-digit old. 

Who except for him would talk about taxes to a child who 
hasn’t even learnt the law? 

The Earl is someone who doesn’t take heed of who he is 
talking to and calmly talks about something they don’t 
understand at all. | barely comprehend his words because | 
have the annoying memories from my previous life. This 
world had a lot of differences from the world in my memory, 
and they were becoming vague, so he also says words | 
don’t understand. Mareshan volunteers to come with me, so 
she explains what the Earl says, but the Earl, himself, 
doesn’t give me that kind of consideration. 


Mareshan sighed as if this conversation was over, 
probably because she had said what she had wanted to say. 
The door leading to the courtyard from the entrance opened 
at the same time, and Earl Thelesia came out. 

“Eliza, | have to talk to you. Come to my office in the 
afternoon.” 

“Yes, Earl Thelesia.” 

He told me his frank request, confirmed that | 
understood, and went back through the door. We haven’t 
seen each other for three days, but that didn’t matter. Well, 
it’s a bit late to say this, since the Earl hadn’t gone out of 
his way to see me in the two years since he started acting 
as the substitute feudal lord. 


| went to the office on the second floor accompanied by 
Mareshan and knocked on it three times. Then, Earl 
Thelesia’s voice responded from within, “Come in.” It was 
rare for him to call me to this office, and it has been six 
months since I’ve visited this room, but barely anything has 
changed. Both walls were covered with bookshelves that 
were nearly as high as the ceiling, and there were two 
simple bookcases. It was an office. The room smelled 
uniquely of paper, maybe because the bookshelves were 
cramped together, or because of the documents and books. 

There were two things in this office which were different 
from what | remember. The big basket which was placed on 
the bookcase in front of the Earl, and a boy standing idly 
next to it. 

“Kamil, this is Eliza.” 

The Earl pointed at the basket, and the boy quietly 
dropped it in front of me like he was told to. A thick cloth 
was laid on top of the basket as if for nursing, and a mass of 
fluffy pink hair moved slightly from inside. 

“Earl Thelesia, what is this...?” 

“It’s a baby Draconis.” 

“Draconis?” 


| tilted my head suspiciously, and the Earl’s gaze moved 
to Mareshan. She explained, “It’s a monster that inhabits 
Amon Nohl.” 

Simply put, monsters are creatures that have magic. This 
hasn’t been scientifically studied, so the truth is unknown, 
but monsters are said to be able to manipulate wind, call on 
storms, and start fires. 

Draconis are dragons who look like wolves, and they can 
manipulate wind to fly in the sky. They are covered in silver 
scales, have wings which are proof of being a dragon, and 
long tails which look like a snake’s. 

“For the past few days, I’ve mobilised the fief’s army and 
my private army because | received information that a 
draconis had strayed from their herd and descended Amon 
Nohl. It’s breeding season, so they get more violent, and the 
citizens could have gotten injured if it was a female with 
offspring.” 

“Draconis usually act in groups called herds, and they 
have turfs. In other words, they have a territory where they 
hunt, but, sometimes, some individuals stray from that herd. 
Such individuals may descend down to human habitats 
looking for a new turf. They mainly prey on snakes, and 
they’re intelligent so they normally don’t attack beings that 
live in groups, but they do attack people who invade their 
turf, so we had to be vigilant.” 

As usual, the Earl gave me his report while Mareshan 
explained things that | couldn’t understand. He began 
telling me things that were happening in the fief this spring, 
and | was already used to it because he summoned me a 
lot. 

“After we discovered the nesting place of the strayed 
draconis, we continued observing, and placed soldiers who 
could deal with them if needed, but the draconis passed 
away while giving birth to four babies. She probably used a 
lot of time and effort wandering around the northern part of 
the fief without deciding on a turf. We took the remaining 


babies. Three were sent to Jugfena Fortress, which borders 
the eastern kingdom, and we decided to raise the last 
remaining baby.” 

“Draconis are social creatures, so they’ve been used as 
mounts before. People have ceased breeding them because 
it wasn’t going well, but there are still documents on this.” 


Part 2 


“Unlike horses, they show the most loyalty to the person 
who raises them. So, Eliza. Be his master and raise him.” 

The conversation progressed rapidly, but | can generally 
understand what the Earl wants from me. He was saying 
that this baby draconis had just been born, and it will be 
useful if the baby is raised well, but he couldn’t get the 
soldiers to raise the baby, because of their traits, so | should 
raise him. | remembered the menacing gazes from the 
soldiers a few days ago. Indeed, he can’t leave the baby 
draconis to them when they acted that way. If he left the 
baby to them, then the beast will likely run wild and maul 
the feudal lord to death. 

However, | don’t think | could easily raise a creature. It 
was impossible for me since | wasn’t even familiar with 
domestic animals such as sheep and horses. 

“l understand... but, how do you raise a creature? I’m a 
novice who doesn’t even know how to take care of a horse, | 
don’t think | will be able to raise him alone.” 

| told him my concern, and the Earl’s stern expression 
loosen to a gentle one. Has he finished giving his report? He 
answered in the same slightly soft tone as his expression. 

“You don’t have to think about that. I’ve decided to give 
you a servant to act as your assistant. He’s someone | 
brought with me from the royal capital, but he’s 
apprenticing in the fief army right now. He comes from a 


merchant house. He’s used to dealing with animals, so you 
can ask him about how to take care of the draconis.” 

The Earl pointed at the boy named Kamil. He watched the 
exchange between the Earl and me in confusion, but he 
must have known that he was going to become my servant, 
because he kneeled down without hesitation and lowered 
his head. 

“My name is Kamil Novak, Feudal Lord.” 

He’s probably passed that age where his voice cracks. | 
have never seen a person who has pearl-like skin, different 
from the Kaldia citizens who had skin as white as snow, soft 
light brown hair, and bright amber eyes, before and was 
simply curious. | haven’t seen someone close to me in age 
since | killed my siblings with my own hands. 

“... 'm Eliza. I'll be in your care.” 

Kamil immediately raised his face when | asked him to 
and looked straight at me. 

He slightly smiled. The perfect smile, which was obviously 
fake, was extremely impressive. 


| couldn’t remain in the Earl’s office when | didn’t have 
any business here. | took Kamil and the baby draconis to the 
courtyard and bathed in the spring sunshine. | gave the 
baby draconis warm milk as it struggled in the basket. But | 
got tired afterwards and ended up sitting on the bench, 
probably because | wasn’t used to feeding a baby. 

The draconis had just been born, so it didn’t cry and just 
stirred in the basket sometimes. Leaning against the bench, 
| listened to the sound of the wind blowing gently without 
doing anything and gazed at the pond across from the 
courtyard. | picked up the poisonous plant to kill my family 
in the pond between the forest, behind the mansion, and 
the paved courtyard. The gardener had already been 
executed at that time, so the dangerous plant grew wild, but 
now they were neatly arranged as part of the garden. 

“Mm... Feudal Lord.” 


After a while, the silence was too much for Kamil, so he 
called out to me. | looked towards him, and he had the same 
soft smile on his face. 

“You don’t seem very well. Is something the matter?” 

It was a Caring voice, but | wasn’t used to people being 
overly polite, and it felt strange. The servants in the 
mansion have never spoken to me, and all the other adults 
only taught me, so they spoke more candidly. 

“... No, nothing.” 

| wondered for a second if | should answer, and 
eventually shook my head. | can’t honestly answer that | 
was thinking about when | poisoned my family even though 
| was asked if something is wrong. 

Kamil tilted his head slightly. He pretended that he hadn't 
heard my answer, and tried to read between the lines by 
observing me. It felt unpleasant to meet his gaze, which 
seemed like it had been fitted with high-purity amber, so | 
suddenly diverted my gaze onto the baby draconis. 

“... | was just wondering if | can raise this draconis well.” 

It was an excuse that | had suddenly came up with, but it 
wasn’t a bad lie, because it’s true that it took a lot of time 
and effort to take care of something for the first time. 

“It’s okay. If it’s the Feudal Lord, then you can raise him 
well... But-.” 

| felt Kamil’s smile darken after he’d said pleasant words 
that sounded harsh, and looked at him again. 

“But if it is going to become a source of your anxiety, 
then why don’t we kill him?” 

His fake gentle smile twitched and distorted. His smile 
hadn’t crumbled, but it couldn’t be called a smile. 

| got goosebumps all over my body. Kamil’s eyes were 
clear and didn’t reflect any emotions, so | felt chilly. 

... At the same time, | felt close to his dangerous 
imbalance. It was as if | had sensed the same corrupted, 
heavy emotion as my own from him, like a shallow beast, 


and | had unconsciously concluded that he was a being 
similar to me. 
But... 


“ 





Isn’t it painful to take someone’s life because of 
your fears?” 

| wonder if | suddenly blabbed those words out because | 
had remembered the moment when | killed my family. | 
looked strangely at Kamil as his expression crumbled in 
Surprise. 

“It’s painful for me, so much so that | even think it’s fine 
for me to die.” 

On that day three years ago, when | served poisonous 
food to my family, | couldn’t bear letting people get killed 
one after another as if they were toys, so | killed my family 
to end those hellish days. But, at the same time, | was 
worried about my future. While ignoring my previous 
memories, | was afraid of the future of the game ‘Eliza’ in 
my memories. | was scared of becoming like my father, who 
toyed with people’s lives for pleasure. | avoided being 
killed by my repeated sins and by people who hated me. 

Even now, my heart is gouged out by it. Didn’t | just kill 
my family for my own self-protection? Things such as sins 
against the citizens and atonement are just naive ways to 
deceive my dirty self, and my guilt has always been 
whispering at me. 

... And, | smiled wryly at the me who was immediately 
captured by those sad and gloomy thoughts. If | had the 
opportunity to deny it, then | would get my memories 
changed. 

Actually, | became obsessed with living after | killed my 
family. As I’m aware, | was thinking of ending the pain | 
witnessed from my family’s madness when | poisoned them 
rather than my own life. | was worried about the future, but | 
was more eager to die because of my bleak heart. 

“| do not understand what you mean.” 





Kamil deliberately uttered those words slowly. | nodded. 
Of course, | knew that people wouldn’t understand what | 
meant if they don’t know my background. | had only talked 
about things that wouldn’t let others guess my 
circumstances because | didn’t intend to reveal that 
information. 

However, contrary to his words, Kamil’s expression 
calmed down. | felt relieved that his eyes were still shaken 
with confusion and relief. He felt more human than when his 
eyes were like glass balls. 

“It’s fine. Just take it as a joke.” 

With no intentions of continuing this talk, Kamil looked 
flustered. Say, would he feel awkward by the silence and try 
to talk to me? 

“... Anyways, can’t you do anything about the stupidly 
polite way of speaking? It smothering to be spoken to that 
way all the time. We’ll be acquainted for a long time.” 

| changed the topic. 

I’m not going to pretend to be from the commoner 
faction, but I’m not a noble girl from another family, who 
came here to learn noble mannerism, so | wasn’t 
comfortable with a formal relationship. Moreover, | might 
gain unnecessary animosity from the fief soldiers if they 
were to hear this, because politeness was developed by 
nobles to distinguish their own social positions. It was also a 
somewhat uncomfortable sight to be served by a child. 

“lam sorry... | am not used to using casual expressions.” 

“If you can properly use the right expressions in public 
and in private, then you don’t have to be afraid of using it in 
normal conversation. Also, stop calling me feudal lord. It 
doesn’t feel nice... | also don’t intend on messing with the 
citizen’s feelings.” 

The things my father did crossed through my mind every 
time someone calls me feudal lord. Kamil must have felt the 
disgust from the words | had added. He looked confused and 


then smiled a little. It looked closer to a wryly smile, but this 
was the most human he had looked until now. 
“... Alright. Then, I’ll call you in another way.” 


That was my first conversation with him... and perhaps, 
the most true and emotional exchanged we've ever had. 


000000 


After the commotion caused by the draconis, when the 
crescent moon was in the sky, the baby draconis, whom | 
decided to call Rashiok with the help of Mareshan, started to 
grow scales and began to slightly open his eyes. His nose 
twitched when he wanted milk, and he awkwardly rubbed 
against the cotton, but when he gained his eyesight, he 
began to turn his nose and Kamil, who assisted me in taking 
care of Rashiok, was really disappointed. 


“He was cute when he moved awkwardly...” 

“Isn't that what growing is all about?” 

“Everything is cute when they’re small, Tsar. Even though 
you're small, you’re not cute at all; you must lack 
something...” 

For some reason, he called me Tsar, and his respectful 
attitude from the first day completely changed, and he 
started acting casual. We spend most of the day together, 
SO we may have become too frank with each other. 

“Young ones can obtain love from those around them 
because they’re cute, it’s a type of defence mechanism. I’m 
protected by my social status and position, not by cuteness, 
so | learnt another type of behaviour.” 

“That part of you isn’t cute at all, Tsar.” 

Then, Kamil held his head and sighed. This had already 
become a regular habit of his, and | heard the maid burst 
into laughter from the corridor, which led to the courtyard. 
She thought our conversations were interesting, so she 


would listen to use from time to time and laughed in 
amusement. | wonder if she was taking a breather from 
work by doing this. | wasn’t trying to make people laugh, but 
if she finds it amusing, then | don’t mind if she listens from 
time to time. 

This was one of the changes that had happened since 
Kamil came to Golden Hill Mansion. The maid always 
avoided me, and | have never heard her voice until now. The 
stagnated gloomy aura in the mansion faded away before | 
even realised. Of course, | didn’t feel bad. The servants who 
worked freely while occasionally laughing, instead of 
working in stifling silence, made me not remember when my 
father was alive. 

Kamil heard the maid’s voice and glanced at me, but | 
ignored them both, and he smiled as if something was 
interesting. There wasn’t a trace of the warped smile and 
emotions he had shown me on the first day, and | wondered 
what had changed him in this short period, but | didn’t ask. 

“If this is just like a clapping game, then | think Rashiok 
will be able to move around by himself by the next full 
moon.” 

““A draconis who is born on the new moon, will open its 
eyes on the night of the full moon, run about and play 
during the crescent moon, and will leave its nest on the 
night of the third month.’ Rashiok was born around the time 
of the full moon, and when he opened his eyes matched the 
contents of the game.” 

“| don’t really understand the documents that the Earl 
has collected, but | guess it’s alright to believe them.” 

| listened to Kamil whisper in interest as | stared at 
Rashiok’s golden eyes. 

The scales, which were beginning to grow on him, were 
bluish, and his small wings, which looked like bat wings, had 
a beautiful magenta gradient to them. Apparently, these 
colours darken as he grows. Both of these colours reminded 


me of the sky, so! gave him the name of the sun god that 
people used to be worshipped in this region. 

So, this little creature will be able to move around by 
itself in less than ten days...? For someone like me, who 
didn’t have an affinity with babies, whether they be animals 
or humans, in my previous world, | found joy in watching his 
growth every day, but | also felt a bit lonely seeing his 
childlike innocence disappear day by day. | didn’t let it show, 
but | felt the same as Kamil. 

As expected, Rashiok energetically jumped out of the 
basket ten days later, just like the game had stated. If he 
had no wings and scales, then he would look entirely like a 
cute puppy, and he was doted on by the servants of the 
mansion as he ran around everywhere. 

As for me, who had to chase around after him, there was 
nothing more unpleasant than this. Not all the servants 
were those who Earl Thelesia brought with him from the 
royal capital; some were employed from Kaldia. | only 
visited certain places in the mansion so that | wouldn’t 
irritate them, but Rashiok didn’t care and ran everywhere in 
the mansion. I’ve already scared a few servants without 
meaning to. 

However, Rashiok also ran around today, chasing the 
smell of people. 
| can only say that it’s my bad luck that Rashiok 
ran towards where the soldiers were when Kamil wasn’t by 
my side today. Or, my guard wasn’t up enough. 

A young man was patting small Rashiok’s head at the 
northern corner of the mansion. He had navy hair which was 
almost black, and looked as if he had just reached 
adulthood. His gentle smile warped into hatred as soon as 
he saw me. 





Part 3 


“.. You!!” 

The young man suddenly stood up and shouted as if he 
was barking. Rashiok was surprised by this and quickly ran 
behind me. 

‘You should quickly take Rashiok away without saying 
anything.’ 

My calm self whispered in my mind, but contrary to my 
will, my feet wouldn’t move at all as if they had been frozen. 
| heard my heart thump without being able to take my eyes 
away from the young man’s angry eyes. 

Flee. Runaway. | thought, but my legs wouldn’t move. 

The young man slowly approached me, grabbed my neck 
and lifted me up. My neck was restricted, and | couldn’t 
breathe. My legs floated from the ground, and my toes 
touched the ground. Rashiok yelped at my feet. 

“You're So easy-going. You just play with your pet, don’t 
you? What happened to your servant? Did they abandon 
you already?” 

He shook my neck and the scene before my eyes 
flickered because of the lack of oxygen. | reflexively grabbed 
his arm, and he hit me with his free hand. 

My throat made a hoarse sound as | tried to breathe. | 
struggled against the pain, but he didn’t move since he was 
a lot bigger than me. Little by little, | lost the will to 
struggle, and my body grew heavier. My hand slipped away 
from the young man’s. 

=: Stop, Igor.” 

At that moment, he suddenly released me. 

My body fell to the ground as if he had thrown me. My 
lips opened by themselves to take a breath, and | could feel 
the crunchy sand spread all over my mouth. | coughed 
violently. | could hear people arguing about something, but 
my ears were buzzing, and | couldn’t understand what they 
were talking about. 

My coughing finally subsided, and | finally opened my 
eyes which had been closed. The young soldier, who looked 





like he regretted it, and a slightly older solder, who looked 
disappointed, looked down at me coldly. | recognise this 
man. He was the one who yelled, “How dare you show your 
face in front of us?” in the entrance hall. The Earl had called 
this soldier Gunter. 

Rashiok licked my cheeks. Gunter glanced at us in 
disgust, pulled the young soldier who was still glaring at me, 
and left in silence. 

A cold feeling ran down my face from the corner of my 
eyes. Rashiok was still licking my cheeks and yelping in 
worry. 

“Sorry, Rashiok.... I’m okay.” 

When | gently removed his small body and moved my 
weary body, | suddenly felt something move from above at 
the corner of my eyes. | suddenly looked up and saw a 
figure move away from the window on the second floor. 

That window belonged to Earl Thelesia’s office. | clicked 
my tongue as soon as | realised this. My head was filled with 
regrets because | had easily moved away from the courtyard 
and stepped into the place where the soldiers trained. 


Sure enough, | was immediately called to Earl Thelesia’s 
office. “What happened between you and the soldier?” he 
asked me frankly like always. | replied, “Nothing.” 

“It was nothing. The soldier was just straightening my 
collar.” 

“He wasn’t! Didn’t you fall to the ground as soon as he let 
you go, Eliza-sama?” 

Bellway, the Earl’s secretary, objected with a frown. He 
had seen what the young soldier had done to me from the 
window on the second floor and insisted that the soldier be 
punished. He is diligent, like his stern Master, but stubborn, 
unlike the Earl. It would be easier if he would just agree with 
me when | said it was nothing. 

“I fell by accident. Rashiok played around at my feet, so | 
lost my balance and fell over.” 


“Why are you protecting someone who has harmed you? 
A commoner laid hands on you, a Viscount and our feudal 
lord. This isn’t something that can be overlooked.” 

Bellway shook his head, stating that he couldn’t agree 
with me. Earl Thelesia didn’t intend to speak. He stared at 
me silently. 

“No, Bellway. He didn’t do anything to me. | will not 
tolerate you doubting people unjustly... Or do you doubt my 
words?” 

Of course, he had told the truth, but | declared this ina 
firm tone. | even included criticism, “I won’t allow you to 
object.” 

Bellway, who was furious, suddenly changed and turned 
pale. Then, he shook his head, “No. That was not my 
intention.” 

“Then, you were wrong, weren’t you?” 

The Earl looked at me sternly when | asked for 
confirmation. 

“Yes. Something like that didn’t happen.” 

“Then, fine. You can go.” 

| got permission to leave, bowed and left the room. | 
heard Bellway’s mutter as soon as | closed the door, but the 
Earl probably didn’t respond to him. | had something to do, 
so | quickly left. 


a“ 





Kamil, do you know a soldier named Gunter?” 

“Eh, why all of a sudden? Gunter-san?” 

| visited Kamil, who was sorting documents in his room on 
the third floor, with Rashiok, and asked him that question 
straight away, and Kamil asked back, dumbfounded. 

“What's wrong? You’re covered in sand, Tsar.” 

“Don’t worry about that, we’re talking about Gunter. Do 
you know where he is right now?” 

He is my servant, but he’s also a squire in the army, so 
he might know. He couldn’t take his eyes away from Rashiok 


right now, so he was only a squire in name, so | wasn’t 
expecting much, but Kamil seemed curious as he nodded. 

“... Well, | Know. | won’t tell you if you don’t tell me what 
happened though.” 

Kamil frowned as he brushed the sand off my hair and 
clothes. He could do this because he didn’t have luxury 
goods such as carpet in his room, but the maid who has to 
clean it might feel displeased. It might be better to clean 
this up a bit later. 

“What happened?” 

Kamil asked me again after a considerate amount of sand 
had been brushed off me. | felt like he was treating me like a 
child because he had bent over and looked me in the eyes, 
but if | complain now, then this conversation will derail, so | 
left it alone for now. If | don’t tell him what happened, then 
Kamil, who knew that the army soldiers hated me, won’t tell 
me where Gunter is. 

“... | had a dispute with one of the soldiers. | chased after 
Rashiok and went out of the courtyard, and then... 
Unfortunately, Bellway saw us. | told the Earl that nothing 
happened, but I’m sure he’ll question Gunter because he 
was there. | want to keep his mouth shut before that 
happens.” 

| reluctantly gave him a brief description of what had 
happened, and Kamil smiled wryly. 

“| thought it was something like that, but Tsar, you’re a 
really good person.” 

For some reason, | felt somewhat satisfied with the words 
he had said, but it was probably just my imagination. 

“I’m a good person? I’m not though.” 

If | really were a good person, then a soldier wouldn't 
have grabbed me by the neck. Kamil stared at me in 
disagreement and sighed. 

“Stubborn ~...” 

“What?” 

“And a blockhead.” 


His one-sided words annoyed me, and | glared at him. His 
expression immediately softened and he smiled. He pulled 
my hand and left the room. | wanted to tell him something, 
but he guided me to where Gunter was in the end. 


Gunter was in a small room next to the reception hall on 
the first floor. 

| have never approached nor entered this room until now, 
but this seemed to be used as a temporary base for the 
army while their base was still in construction. It was used 
as a playroom and salon when my father was alive, but it 
was being renovated because no nobles visited anymore. 

“What did you come here for, Fucking Brat?” 

He spat out coldly as soon as | entered the door. He 
frowned unhappily, narrowed his eyes grimly, and the glint 
in his eyes was sharp. 

“I’m here to give you the feudal lord’s order.” 

“Tsar!?” 

Kamil turned back at me in surprise when | shamelessly 
declared those words, without being able to read the 
situation, and at the same time, a thick file was thrown at 
the wall just next to me. The cover of the file was made of 
wood and was extremely heavy. It made a sound that 
indicated that | would have been injured had his aim been 
off. 

The next second, my sight was covered by a dark 
shadow. Kamil had protected me with his back. | 
remembered that Rashiok had hidden behind my back just a 
while ago. I’ve already been alive for five years, but I’m on 
the same level as a beast who isn’t even a month old yet? 

“Beat it! Don’t show your face in front of me again!” 

Gunter looked angry and growled. He looked as if he 
could barely contain his rage and could take out his sword 
at any moment. He’s an awfully rational man, | nonchalantly 
observed him somewhere in my mind. 


| pulled my face out from behind Kamil’s back and stated 
indifferently. 

“This is an order. Don’t tell anyone about what really 
happened between me and the young man in the northern 
part of this mansion. He was fixing my collar, and | fell 
because my feet got tangled by the baby Draconis at my 
feet.” 

The wooden plate that Gunter was going to throw 
dropped from his arm. 

“... What?” 

He frowned, and his threatening voice sounded as if he 
was crawling on the ground. His voice came from his 
stomach. 

“I’m telling you to make a false statement if someone 
asks you to testify. And tell that soldier the same thing.” 

“What're you saying?” 

He retorted reflexively. Gunter noticed what he had said 
after he’d uttered those words, and added, “What the fuck 
are you up to?” 

Kamil answered instead of me. 

“Tsar isn’t up to anything, Gunter-san.” 

His voice shocked me. He looked down at me as if he was 
meditating between a child’s quarrel and said, “It’s your 
fault,” then he roughly messed my hair. | felt like my tied up 
hair was coming undone. 

“Tsar told me, ‘I had a dispute with one of the soldiers. | 
chased after Rashiok and went out of the courtyard, and 
then... Unfortunately, Bellway saw us. | told the Earl that 
nothing happened, but I’m sure he’ll question Gunter 
because he was there. | want to keep his mouth shut before 
that happens.’ You could have just told him that, honestly 
you're not cute at all.” 

| was speechless. | knew that | would upset Gunter if | 
acted oppressively... But, | didn’t know any other way to 
speak. If | sooke formally to him, then he would be on the 
same level as the Earl and Mareshan. 


“You know, Tsar. You can just talk to him like how you talk 
to me.” 

“| see.” 

| nodded while refusing in my mind, that’s impossible. | 
don’t know how much my conversation with Kamil differs 
from that of Gunter’s. | know that it’s quite different when | 
compare what | say to them, but that’s all | know. 

“Are you going to let Igor off?” 

Gunter whispered dubiously. He looked extremely 
puzzled. 

“I’m not letting him off. Getting angry and hitting me... 
his actions are justified. At least, | think so. So...” 

| couldn’t put it into words, so | explained why | was doing 
this was while being flustered. I’m the reason why they hate 
and resent me. The results of my actions caused their anger 
to narrow down on me. 

“| see.” 

Gunther spat out, and the conversation ended. 

“Enough, | get it. | get it, so get out.” 

His voice, which was trying to chase us out of the room, 
sounded somewhat similar to Kamil’s tone. 


Chapter 2 


Part 1 


Earl Thelesia arranged the fief’s army as the base was 
being completed next to Golden Hill Mansion. It was late 
summer, and Rashiok had already grown to the extent 
where he could be left alone. It was an imposing building. It 
was only some time ago that | was watching it through my 
window. Right after the soldiers moved into their base and 
started working, the Earl threw me in there to learn martial 
arts. 

| couldn’t believe that the army base would be the place | 
visited on my first outing. | want to believe that just being 
out was great. Anyway, a Viscount conducted the soldiers’ 
apprenticeship for over a season, to teach the foundations 
of how to use swords, lances and martial arts. 

When one became a feudal lord, they would need to lead 
soldiers out into the battlefield in times of emergencies. | 
guess this means that | can’t stay a sheltered, spineless girl 
who never leaves the mansion. | also felt like the Earl 
wanted me to take control of the army a little. If this goes 
well, then I'll be killing two birds with one stone. 

Honestly, | didn’t expect Earl Thelesia to go this far. The 
Earl and the servants he had brought with him from the 
royal capital treat me as the feudal lord, but that was in 
name only, so | wanted to quickly find a husband and pass 
everything onto him. 

It was customary for boys to receive inheritance in Arxia 
Kingdom. If the house had an eldest son, then it would go to 


him, if not, then his brother, next the head’s brother, then 
his son, and so forth... |, the youngest girl, inherited the 
Kaldia family because | was put in an abnormal situation 
and was the only survivor of my family. 

... | was only two years old when | poisoned my family, so 
| thought that my house would be destroyed, but that 
wasn’t the case according to the laws of this kingdom. Thus, 
Earl Thelesia was sent here to be my guardian and acting 
feudal lord, and now here we are. 

That was why | became the feudal lord, but, of course, 
remaining one was another matter. The inheritance right will 
be passed over if | marry. | had always thought that | would 
stay a feudal lord on paper, as the citizens focused their 
animosity towards me until my husband takes this title 
away. 

But what is he thinking? Earl Thelesia seems like 
he wants to groom me into a proper feudal lord. That was 
why he was training me in martial arts. That was why he got 
me to repair my relationship with the fief army. Common 
sense was quite different in Arxia Kingdom, and that was 
quite convenient for me. 

| want to ask the rational him about what kind of forecast 
he had for setting my education policy. 





Now then. Fief armies are organised within the vast fiefs 
of Arxia to facilitate ruling and defence. Depending on the 
feudal lord, they were used to manage, operate, guard and 
control, and protect against bandits and beasts; also 
depending on the fief that the feudal lord controls, they 
repair and maintain buildings, and rescue citizens in the 
event of a disaster. 

When my father was alive, the army was a more vicious 
group than slave drivers, to the point that | was treated as a 
traitor when | inherited the feudal lord position, and was 
Suppressed. 


The army right now consisted of those who acted like 
thieves back then. Earl Thelesia, who won over the hearts 
and minds of people, and the fact that they expected that | 
would hate to see the citizens die, changed the minds of the 
army and rebels in less than a month. How did | charge 
people who did what they did to protect themselves 
because they were threatened by my father? | questioned 
the Earl who had written a list of convicts and handed it to a 
two-year-old to approve, even though they hadn’t learned 
how to read or write yet, but his intentions were convenient 
for me, so | couldn’t complain. 

According to the military regulations this time, the new 
recruits were village boys aged 12 and up. Combined, they 
made an army of about 100 people. From what | hear, most 
of them were boys who had lost their family under my 
father’s tyrannical rule. 

... What I’m trying to say is that the military base has 
become a place concentrated with those who bore grudges 
against the Kaldia House. 

Even | could tell that the Earl’s expectations are 
completely useless, but one question remains. 

Will | survive being exposed to their hatred until the day | 
return to the mansion? 


Half a month has passed since | started living in 
the barracks. For now, I’m barely alive. 

“Hey, hey, what’s wrong?! You not gonna come at me?” 

My wooden sword swung down and stopped two blows. It 
was absurd for me to come at him. My young and frail body 
did all it could to endure, and even that became hard when 
my breath rises. My arms went numb every time the 
wooden swords collided, and my legs staggered. My elbows 
would open when he put force into his sword, and | was 
already finished. 

“Don’t open your upper arms!” 





My flank was poked with the wooden sword along with a 
stern scolding. A dull pain ran through my ribs, and | had a 
little trouble breathing. 

“Haall” 

| thrust my wooden sword aiming for a counter-attack, 
but it just grazed his thigh, and he easily evaded. He kicked 
my foot while he was at it, and the wooden sword blew out 
of my hands. | tumbled to the ground. My back hurt as it hit 
the ground hard. 

“Hey, hey. Are you already at your limit~?” 

“Ah, you'll have our hands full protecting you if we have 
to go onto the battlefield under such a fucking weak feudal 
lord. It wouldn’t be enough no matter how many lives we 
have.” 

Sneers and jeers immediately flew at me from our 
surroundings. | didn’t even feel offended by what they said. | 
knew my shortcomings best. Someone might step on me if | 
remain on the ground, so | ignored the pain in my body and 
got up. Then, my practice partner, Gunter, stared at me, 
coldly. 

“Pick up your sword now!” 

“Yes, sorry.” 

| dragged my staggering body, picked up the wooden 
sword, and took my stance. 

“One more time please, Gunter.” 

My small body, which had built up fatigue, was blown 
away again, 10 seconds after | bowed. My whole body hurt, 
but unfortunately, | wasn’t in a position to complain. 

... After that, the one-sided fight continued several more 
times. | think | stayed on the ground longer than the fight in 
the last round. 

“Thank you very much.” | turned to Gunter, and somehow 
bowed while breathing shortly and shallowly, and morning 
practice was finally over. The other soldiers were also 
putting away their wooden swords and began returning to 
the barracks. Gunter, who was practising with me, also 


threw his sword away without saying anything and left the 
practice grounds with them. 

| had always been confined in the mansion and raised 
delicately, but this training completely covered me in sweat 
and sand and caused me to throw up every night. | keep my 
head down spiritlessly because | couldn’t even raise my 
head. | was frustrated because my body wouldn’t move how 
| wanted it to and grasped my fingertips tightly from anger. 

“Tsar.” 

Someone placed their hand on my head as if to blame 
me. 

“Have you finished morning practice? It’s nearly time for 
breakfast.” 

Of course, it was Kamil who patted my head, as if to 
comfort me. Prompted by him, | slowly picked up my 
wooden sword. | looked up at him with a stupid move, and 
he smiled gently, patted my back once. He took my hand 
and gently released the fingertips that | had been grasping. 

“... | think you did much better than yesterday. You 
rushed at Gunter a few times.” 

Kamil told me as if encouraging my depressed self. 
However, a growl came from a soldier passing by. 

“Hey, Kamil. Don’t spoil her.” 

A soldier from the army snarled, but Kamil smiled and 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“I’m just saying what | think.” 

“... Humph. It’s not good for you to accompany that 
brat.” 

The soldier spat out, and | could hear my irritation boil 
like oil in my head. 


My breakfast and light lunch were properly prepared for 
me by the army, but | had to provide food for myself at 
night. Maybe it was training to improve survival skills on the 
battlefield. Therefore, after afternoon practice, | wipe the 


spew that | had thrown up, and it was time to secure food 
for dinner. 

Kaldia, where soldiers don’t even get candles, was poor. 
Night was short, and midnight was long. | probably wouldn’t 
feel hungry in the middle of the night if | didn’t throw up 
during training, but that was because of my weakness, so | 
can only desperately gather edible food. | have never felt 
hunger before, so | didn’t know how painful having an 
empty stomach was until now. 

It was great that Kamil and Rashiok were allowed to help 
me, this was their consideration towards a five-year-old. 
Rashiok was beginning to grow scales and was the size of a 
small dog, and enjoyed hunting for food. Although Kamil 
hunted for different things, he told me what he would share 
with me in advance, and secretly split his spoils with me. 

After | returned to the barracks, the ‘food’ | collected 
would be checked for edibility by Gunter and Kamil. Soldiers 
in training would have to check for poisons themselves, so it 
seems | was given preferential treatment. Of course, they 
properly taught me which food would cause instant death at 
the beginning. Still, the barracks were calm and quiet, and 
no one had upset stomachs, or fainted and bubbled at the 
mouth. 

... For a fief in a powerful kingdom with no wars, | feel like 
they have an almost abnormal level of attachment to food. | 
wonder if this is the aftertaste of leaving their villages 
because of hunger and becoming bandits. I’m surprised that 
they didn’t go crazy. A girl with memories of her previous 
life won’t be able to endure that. There was no hunger in 
the daily life of that girl who lived in a highly developed 
world. Do people get weaker as civilisation advances, or had 
they thought up this training because they’d already gone 
crazy; | wonder which it is? 

“So, what’re you looking for today? Are you going to 
gather mushrooms?” 


There are many types of poisonous mushrooms, and this 
was driven into my body. Even if Rashiok can eat them 
without hesitation, they were poisonous to me, so there 
were many types | couldn’t eat, and the mushrooms | 
harvest will most likely go to waste. Kamil asked where | 
was aiming to gather food, and | shook my head. It was also 
troublesome to speak after spending hours at the training 
grounds. 

“Then, are you going to hunt animals?” 

Birds and rabbits are given to the citizens, and | haven’t 
eaten one even though I’ve hunted many with Rashiok’s 
help. Frog had small bodies, and there were very little to eat 
on them. The bigger ones live at the bottom of the river and 
in lakes, and there were a lot of monsters, so it was 
dangerous. | heard that their eggs are edible, but 
unfortunately, it isn’t breeding season. The snakes | could 
find were all rather large, and | was treated to a snow snake 
recently. Since they’re the main prey for draconis, its 
nutritional value must be high. Most spiders, even 
venomous ones, are edible when cooked. Lizards are the 
easiest to catch. The drawback was that lizards must be 
cooked very well done over a fire to prevent parasites, but 
well, | realised through my body that humans are 
omnivorous. 

“Well, | think I’ll focus on snakes and lizards.” 

“Then, you should head to the south of the mansion. | 
hope you catch something good today.” 

Since my hunts haven’t been very good the past few 
days, the day before yesterday | boiled grass in saltwater, 
and yesterday | found an out of season cicada, so | had that 
and grass that grew around here. Who could imagine that a 
young noble girl would think that young silver grass is 
actually edible? 

Wild grass can be powerful medicines or poison and was 
hard to digest, so they’re a last resort. | harvested a lot of 
nuts, but | couldn’t digest most of them and had diarrhoea. 


My training didn’t change the next day, even though | had 
loose bowels, and | quickly gave up on eating them. 

“Then, I’ll do what | always do. Good luck.” 

Kamil clearly stated, before going down the hill to the 
north. People didn’t live in that part, so there was a lot of 
food which could be harvested, but it was dangerous. 

He can calmly force his way through there, and be 
completely fine even after practising; as expected, someone 
brought here by Earl Thelesia definitely isn’t an ordinary 
person. Even the army’s soldiers look tired at this time. 

Well, it doesn’t matter who Kamil is. 

“Let’s go, Rashiok.” 

| dragged my exhausted body in the opposite direction. 
Rashiok squealed in response to my voice. For dinner that 
day, | had several lizards and grilled mushroom that Kamil 
had secretly shared with me. 


Part 2 


| spent time at the base, and a lot of things changed near 
March. 

“Tsar, you haven’t been to the river yet. You always 
rummage around for inferior food like insects, grass and 
Snakes.” 

“This grubby brat is supposed to be a refined noble, ten 
out of ten people probably wouldn’t believe it.” 

The squires staying in the same room as me all started 
calling me Tsar. | don’t know if Kamil had spread this name 
before he graduated and left this room, or if it was an old 
name for something in this fief. 

| have no idea if they were rebuking me or being 
affectionate. Perhaps, even they don’t know if they’re taking 
their emotions out on a hateful noble child, or if they were 
just bantering with a comrade who ate together with them. 


“You're probably like your blue-eyed pig of a mother, a 
gluttony.” 

A soldier spat out. For a moment, the soldiers trembled a 
bit as if they were waiting to see what | would do. 

“A blue-eyed pig? | see. That’s a good metaphor.” 

| deliberated fixed my tone and nodded. The soldiers 
were openly relieved, and someone poked the soldier and 
yelled, “You went too far, idiot!” 

They were more vocal when | had first entered the 
barracks, but these days, sometimes they would be 
confused because they couldn’t measure our relationship. 

Their attitude softened as the days went by. Some days, 
they would speak to me in a cold tone, and some days, they 
would be warm towards me as if | were their own child. 
Human emotions were extremely complicated. 

“Oh, the river, huh. Tsar, | think you know this already, 
but take Kamil with you if you go there.” 

“That’s right. Otherwise, you might get lost, and won’t be 
able to find your way back. You'll cry!” 

They all treated me as a child with their language and 
suddenly got excited. Well, it was true, so | just nodded 
without minding what they said, and like always, a few of 
them lost interest, “She’s still unlovable.” 

| won’t get in trouble, but | still haven’t left the area 
under the soldier’s control since | started living at the 
barracks. The area they controlled also included a small 
patch of wood and a pond. | haven’t gone far enough, to the 
point where the barracks and mansion wouldn’t be seen, 
because | knew | was still small and a noble, so it was safer 
to stay where the adults could see me. 

“Isn't it about time for the kid to go to sleep? You’re going 
to be beaten up by Gunter again early in the morning, aren’t 
you?” 

When the laughter subsided, the oldest squire, who had 
listened quietly until now, raised his voice. Every morning 
before breakfast, Gunter instructed me on swordsmanship, 


and my sword has been blown out of my hands dozens of 
times. After that, | would receive martial arts training and 
get beaten up. | slightly felt that the soldiers were friendlier 
towards me because Gunter ruthlessly beat me up day after 
day. Seeing the daughter of their hateful enemy get beaten 
to the ground so much probably made them feel satisfied. 

“Right. I’ll go to sleep now. Goodnight.” 

| remembered the strength | consumed during practice 
when | thought about Gunter. It will be tough tomorrow if my 
fatigue from today is still there. | decided to go to bed early 
like the soldier had suggested. | quickly bid them goodnight 
and slipped into my bed of straw. 

“... She’s really unlovable.” 

Someone whispered in amazement, but | couldn’t even 
reply because | was so sleepy. | gradually got used to my 
consciousness slipping away the instant | laid down. | didn’t 
even jump up every time | felt someone move. | haven’t had 
any nightmares in a while, either. 


The forest turned red and yellow, and | began feeling 
chilly in the shade. Autumn is coming. The wheat field which 
gave Golden Hill Mansion its name was swaying in the wind. 

| was beaten to the ground by Gunter today as well and 
vomited. | still hadn’t had breakfast yet, but | had an 
impressively hard morning. 

“Tsar, are you alright? Can you move?” 

Kamil rubbed my back, and | shook my head in reply. It 
was hard to talk, let alone move. | put up with my 
unbearable headache and felt like the ground was shaking. 

| was hit in a bad place today. Gunter’s kick hit the pit of 
my stomach. My head shook lightly when | hit the ground. 

There were still a few soldiers in the training grounds 
even though they usually leave for breakfast straight away. 
The soldiers were split into half for morning practice. | don’t 
want them to look at me vomiting, and quickly go to the 
mess. 


“Hmm, what’s wrong? You haven’t finished morning 
practise yet?” 

Sure enough, the second group came bustling in and was 
confused to see that the first group was still here even 
though nothing was going on. We will get in their way if we 
stay here. | slowly raised my head and forced myself to 
leave the training grounds. 

At that moment, my eyes met with a familiar young man. 

“Nh” 

| recalled the pain from when my collar was grabbed. He 
looked at me in disgust just like on that day. 

é Why is the feudal lord’s daughter here?” 

Some soldiers turned to look at me when they heard the 
young man’s voice. They seemed surprised for a moment 
and suddenly lit up with anger and hatred. They exposed 
their animosity towards me. Many looked at me with fierce 
eyes. 

| was stunned and could only receive their gazes. Their 
eyes shone with a glint more dangerous than the soldiers 
who | usually spent time with. 

Didn’t they know that | was living in the barracks? Did the 
other half of the soldiers isolate me so that they wouldn’t 
notice me, and harm me? 

The young man walked towards me. | couldn’t step back 
and just stared at him as if this was a repeat from the other 
time. 

But then, my body floated in the air regardless of my will. 
Kamil had lifted me up. 

“The feudal lord is currently living with the soldiers to 
train her martial arts. It’s not something you can blame her 
for. 

| looked up at Kamil. This was the first time | had heard 
this cold voice from him. 














Kamil’s eyes were cold and bright, like the first time | saw 
him; they were so clear it made me Shiver. Is he really a 
merchant’s child? What does someone who studies business 
do to be able to make an expression like that? It was like | 
had lost all my heat. 

“Shut up. Acting like you know it all, you outsider.” 

The young man’s voice was just as eerie and cold. He 
glared at Kamil, who lifted his lips and smiled. “Kamil,” | 
grabbed his clothes with trembling hands, but he continued 
to stare coldly at the soldiers without budging. Even now, he 
looked like he was going to pull his sword, and a shiver ran 
down my spine. 

Surprising, a soldier from the first group, who had 
been observing in silent, stopped their dangerous exchange 
of glares. 

“You shut up, Igor. If a stranger butts in, then I'll be the 
one to tell them off. Out of all of us, the ‘feudal lord’ doesn’t 
act arrogant, she doesn’t act selfishly even though she’s a 
child, and politely bows like an idiot even though Gunter 
beats her up every day. She’s training hard as a soldier.” 

The man who often teased and criticised me said coldly. 
He also didn’t stop after pushing me a few times. So, | never 
thought that he would say such a thing. He attracted the 
attention of everyone in the training grounds. Some looked 
at him with eyes wide in surprise. 

But even more surprising was when he stood with his 
back towards us as if protecting us, and the soldiers in the 
first group copied what he had done. Eleven soldiers stood 
between Kamil and Igor. Then, they spoke. 

“That’s right! You’re the one who doesn’t know anything, 
but you speak as if you do.” 

“Don’t call this kid the ‘feudal lord’s daughter’ ever again. 
| don’t want to treat that fucking dead bastard as the feudal 
lord forever. That fucking demon kicked the bucket three 
years ago. This damn unlovable brat is the feudal lord now. 





If you have complaints, then go tell the Earl who tossed her 
here.” 

“You and you, I’m sure you whine every day! Say that 
kind of thing when you get a little better!” 

All of them were roaring like tigers. The second group of 
soldiers were overwhelmed and became speechless. The 
first group must have seen them flinch because they 
scattered the second group to make it easier to pass 
through the entrance. Then, they left through the corridor. 

“Hey, you damn kid! Stop fucking spewing up, and go 
have food.” 

“Ah... yes.” 

He also yelled at me in annoyance for some reason. Kamil 
and | were dumbfounded and nodded. Kamil had already 
returned to normal. 


That night, | calmly recalled their words. My tears 
wouldn’t stop flowing, and it was a little annoying. 


000000) 


Kaldia’s winter is cold. It’s warm in spring and autumn, 
but Kaldia is located to the southern foot of the highest 
mountain, Amon Nohl, in the northern part of the continent; 
the temperature sharply drops in winter, especially in the 
northeast parts, where the rivers would freeze. 

Kaldia, which extends to the east to west, is generally 
separated into the southwest and northeast regions, and the 
villages are concentrated in the gentle hilly area in the 
southwest. The Golden Hill Mansion is also at the centre of 
the west. 

There are many lakes and rivers which flood easily in the 
east, so there were no villages there. In the old days, people 
often went to that area to fish, but the citizens were tied to 
the fields because of my father’s misgoverning and didn’t 
have time to go fishing. Now, the citizens left the area 


alone. Lately, Earl Thelesia was developing the area 
because he didn’t want to leave it alone, but it was difficult 
to set up villages there. Kaldia had a shortage of people 
because of my father. 

Today, snow, which was a sign of winter, had stopped 
falling, and we had a break from afternoon training. We had 
special training in the snow for the past few days, and a lot 
of soldiers complained about it, so we got given a day off. 
The young soldiers went down to the village together, and I, 
who had suddenly become free, also took Kamil and Rashiok 
for a walk outside. 

“Rashiok is full of energy as soon as winter came.” 

It had been a while since we’ve taken Rashiok on a walk. 
Kamil said that as he placed the hot tea he had prepared at 
the base, on his cheeks. 

It must have been fun to sink one’s feet in the snow. 
Rashiok jumped up and down on the snowy hillside. 
Draconis probably became more active in winter because 
their primary prey, the snow snakes, didn’t hibernate in 
winter. He didn’t hibernate even though he covered himself 
with his wings to look like a snake. 

The snow that fell for the past two days was soft and 
smooth and was difficult to walk on. The woollen clock | 
used to keep out the cold was also annoying. It went up to 
below my knees, and was heavy, even at the best of times; 
thus, it became even heavier when the hem hit the snow, 
and it absorbed water. It was good to see Rashiok having 
fun, but | was fed up with the dark scenery covered by 
clouds, my stiff movements, and, above all, the piercing 
cold. | don’t hate the cold, clean air, but there was a limit. 

There was nothing else besides buildings and a dark 
forest that blocked the view, because of the harvested 
wheat, and the snow-covered hill combined with the silence 
created a horribly desolate scene. Faint light shone down on 
the snow-covered hill, despite the dark and heavy clouds in 


the sky. Seeing a wolf that looked like a dragon play in the 
snow like this might be magical. 

| followed after Rashiok while frowning at the cold air that 
made my eyes burn, and if Kamil didn’t stop me once ina 
while, then | might have strayed from the golden hill area. 
My senses were off because there were no landmarks. 

“Cold...” 

“We need to walk Rashiok more... Oh yeah, I'll grill some 
dried meat when we get back to the base, so bear with it for 
a little longer.” 

Kamil chided me when | uttered a complaint about the 
snow. Kamil, who is a wealthy merchant’s son and had 
travelled the world, was strangely good at calming people. 
To be precise, he excelled at all conversation skills; meaning 
his merchant blood showed. 

It’s too bad that his wealthy merchant of a father had 
already passed away. Arxia had strict immigration 
regulations, and information on foreign cultures is scarce. 
He could tell me about the kingdoms he saw with his own 
eyes, | couldn’t help but think. Kamil was still young at that 
time, so he has almost forgotten about the kingdoms he 
visited. This was also a pity. | questioned why someone with 
such a great position would become a soldier in a poor fief, 
and associate himself with a girl who’s only a feudal lord in 
name. He could probably go to a better fief with his 
travelling experience, or, perhaps, work in the royal capital. 
In any case, he didn’t have to become a soldier who didn’t 
need the experiences he had gained as a merchant’s son at 
all. 

When | thought about it that way, | questioned how he 
remained easygoing during training, and where he gained 
the ability to act nonchalantly. He also showed an eerie 
expression sometimes. He was a person who raised many 
questions. 

Well, that doesn’t matter to me. 





| shivered, and the questions disappeared when he paced 
himself in front of me. | felt like | was careless and sighed. A 
white haze dispersed in the air and faded away. 

“Oh yeah, Tsar’s training ends tomorrow, right?” 

| walked silently while shivering, and Kamil suddenly 
diverted the topic, probably to distract me. Tomorrow came 
early. | was thrown into the newly constructed base at the 
end of summer, and tomorrow, my training will end. It went 
by quickly when | thought back on it. 

“That’s right. Winter came a little earlier this year, but 
four months have already passed. Time flies.” 

“The people in the mansion are looking forward to your 
return, Tsar. The chef, Nathan, said he’ll prepare boiled eggs 
and surape for dinner on the day you return.” 

He smiled gently, and | refused his words in my mind, 
that’s ridiculous. The people at the mansion and a chef who 
came from this fief wouldn’t be waiting for my return. They 
didn’t threaten my life, but we have been avoiding each 
other for a long time. 

“.. That’s rich. Surape aside, eggs are expensive, aren’t 
they?” 

Surape was a bouillon vegetable soup, but the vegetables 
and the meat used in the soup weren’t produced in this fief, 
so it was considered as a luxury meal. Unfortunately, all the 
main industries are dying out because of my father. Also, 
eggs are a luxury ingredient in the first place and were 
served for celebrations. It was also considered lucky in 
Jugfena, and was served for dinner in Descending Festivals. 

If he really made those dishes for my return, then it 
would be because Earl Thelesia ordered him to. The chef 
wouldn’t have willingly decided this on his own. 

“This year, Claira village bought some chickens from 
Heznite fief. If they succeed in breeding the chickens, then | 
think we’ll be able to eat more boiled eggs from next year.” 

“Oh, | remember now.” 


Until now, Kaldia relied on importing eggs from other 
fiefs, but this year, we bought eggs to resume animal farms. 
This meant that the citizens had leeway to shift their 
attention to something other than growing wheat. 

... ’m Surprised that Kamil knew about this. | received 
information because I’m the feudal lord, but | wonder if he 
also gets information because he’s my attendant. Kamil is 
Surprisingly well-informed; he knows about the other 
soldier’s schedules and about things happening in the fief. 
He seems sociable and good at gaining people’s trust, so he 
might have heard information from different people. 

“And, it’s almost your birthday, right Tsar? Your birthday is 
in spring, but isn’t it normal to celebrate a little with a meal? 
At least, that’s what Nathan and the maids said they were 
going to do. They also said they did this every year.” 

Kamil laughed mischievously. | looked up in amazement, 
and a muscular hand, for a boy, came down and gently 
stroked my head. 

“Ah, Rashiok is...” 

The excited baby draconis started running on the snow, 
and the warmth of his hand went away. 

Emotions suddenly pierced at my chest. He said people 
were waiting for my return, and that they will be celebrating 
my birthday. | was confused by the euphoria that | was 
feeling, and was a little embarrassed by the tears that were 
flowing down. | linked my hands together and placed it on 
my head to cover my tears. 

“... sar? Why did you suddenly start praying?” 

Kamil, who had gone ahead, thought my actions were 
strange. The pose | took was a light prayer in this kingdom. 

“| just heard that there will be chickens in this fief. It’s not 
strange, right?” 

“Well, that’s true. Were you a religious person, Tsar?” 

| lightly shrugged and answered Kamil’s suspicions. 
Praying, a gesture used to give thanks to the gods. | just 
used that to give thanks to those around me. That’s all. 


They acted foolishly soft towards a child who had sinned. | 
feel saved by them, and | am the one who is a hopeless fool. 

“... Well, whatever. Leave your eccentric behaviour at 
that. Rashiok is getting further away, so let’s go.” 

Kamil didn’t question my behaviour any further. Kamil 
beckoned me, and | followed him after | wiped my tears 
away. 

“What do you mean eccentric behaviour? You’re rude.” 

| had only stopped to pray for a few seconds, but Rashiok 
had already run a few metres away. We quickly chased after 
him. Rashiok is smart and will come home at the 
appropriate time, even if he gets lost, but we will definitely 
receive a lecture from Earl Thelesia. 


Rashiok didn’t care that we were desperately chasing 
after him, and started tumbling after a while. He stuffed his 
nose into the snow and started sniffing for something. He 
must have found something because he looked at the 
dubious us and began yelping. Then, he started digging at 
the snow vigorously. 

“What's going on?” 

“He probably found some food or something. He 
sometimes digs at soil when we go hunting, and there were 
lisols[1].” 

“Huh? Lisols?” 

Kamil raised his voice in hysteria. Of course, he would. 
Lisols aren’t moles like in my previous life, but a type of 
large lizard that lives underground. Their bodies can be used 
for food, and fairly expensive leather armour can be made 
from their skins. 


Part 3 


“Oh yeah, you weren’t there at that time because you 
had things to do. | missed out on two lisols because of that.” 

“They got away? What a waste!” 

“How am | supposed to catch a lizard that’s larger than 
me? | can’t even stab it with a spear with my strength.” 

“Well, that’s true, but...” 

We reached the place where Rashiok was digging while 
arguing. | put on leather gloves and pushed my hands into 
the snow without hesitation. Kamil watched as | did this and 
said in amazement, “I can’t believe a noble girl is digging in 
the snow...” but it’s already too late to say something like 
that now. How many nobles in Arxia would eat weeds? 

Having two people and a draconis dig made it faster. We 
saw Soil after a few minutes, and it took a few more minutes 
to dig the frozen dirt. My gloves touched the scales of the 
hibernating lisol. 

“| found it.” 

We dug around the lisol so we could see it fully, and 
checked our prey. It was short and stout, and a little bigger 
than me, and was sleeping as if it were dead. 

“It’s huge... Is it as big as 12 erens?” 

“Let’s dig it up after we kill it.” 

Kamil said as he pulled out his sword from his waist and 
stabbed the lisol accurately in the neck. | looked up at him 
in amazement. The lisol’s existence vanished from my head. 

It was actually quite different to aim at the place where 
the sword had stabbed because swords are bulky. If you 
move it slowly, then the tip of the sword will shake, and if 
you move it fast, then the weight will throw the trajectory 
off. | was surprised to see that Kamil could do it so easily. 
Even Gunter didn’t have that kind of mastery. 

“Ah... It went surprisingly well.” 

Kamil grinned when he noticed my gaze. | see, that’s 
obviously a lie. 

... He probably doesn’t want me to ask about it. | was 
assaulted with the same strange carelessness from before, 


and let him lie to me. 

“You killed it without damaging the skin too much. | hope 
you can always kill it like you do now.” 

“... If it were this easy, then everyone wouldn’t go 
through the trouble of swinging their swords every day.” 

“That’s true too.” 

Kamil’s tone held agitation and relief. | pretended not to 
notice. Having our shoddy lies overlooked helped both of us. 
| don’t ask unnecessary things and don’t say anything. | 
don’t care about his circumstances. 

And this is probably the same for Kamil, because 
circumstances from a remote area didn’t matter to him. 


The base that Earl Thelesia had financed had a large bath 
built-in as well. 

The construction of the bath was simple; two kinds of 
water tanks lined up on three sides of the walls, and they 
were filled with either hot water or cold water. The water 
came from the pond, which benefited me greatly, and the 
heat source came from the mansion’s and barrack’s kitchen 
stoves. The interior was hot with steam that rose from the 
hot water, and | probably could call this a steam bath. 

A washbasin and hand pail was used for bathing. Adjust 
the water’s temperature with the hand pails, and use that to 
wash. Lavender was used in the water tank to disinfect the 
fresh wounds and bruises of the soldiers, and for sterilising 
the water. 

Squires tended to be covered in vomit and excreta every 
day, so they took a bath here twice a day. I’m the youngest 
in the army and have no physical strength, so of course | 
came here a lot too. 

“| also have to bid farewell to this bath today...” 

It’s my last night at the barracks. | wiped my neck with a 
cloth soaked in warm water and remembered the things that 
happened in these four months. The training was hard, | was 
nervous because | didn’t want to agitate the soldiers, there 


wasn’t that much food, so it was harsh, but | quite like living 
in the barracks. 

The image of a girl Surrounded by more dishes than she 
could possibly eat rose in the corner of my mind. This girl 
was ‘Eliza Kaldia’, a game character | saw in my past 
memories. Eliza’s hair was neatly done up, she wore a 
gorgeous dress and elegantly smacked her lips at the 
luxurious dishes in front of her. She didn’t bear a slight 
resemblance to me, who had her hair in a ponytail while 
wearing a simple squire robe, and ate things like lizards and 
Snakes. 

These differences are valuable. | want to erase as many 
similarities as possible between the remnants of the 
abominable ‘Eliza’ and ‘I’. That Eliza wouldn’t even have to 
eat something like a snake until she died. | felt satisfied 
when | thought that, and a little relief and even pride. 

“| wish there was a bath in the mansion. It would be 
better if everyone can take baths. The citizens will be 
cleaner. Oh yes, Tsar, make a bathhouse in the village when 
you Start working as the Viscount.” 

Kamil came over to wash my hair, and | replied vaguely, 
“I'll think about it.” | don’t Know how much it would cost, 
and | don’t know the finances of the fief, so | couldn’t 
estimate a budget for it. 

| squeezed the hem of my robe, which had become heavy 
with water, and it was satisfying. The robe was woven 
thickly so that it wouldn’t be transparent and was nothing 
but inconvenient, but | couldn’t bathe in the nude. No one, 
including Earl Thelesia, cared that |, a noble girl, was 
bathing with the commoner soldiers. However, it wasn’t 
normal for him to throw me into the barracks where only 
men resided, so he can’t complain. 

“I! don’t think it would be difficult if you base if off the 
bath in Paktushuki.” 

“How am | supposed to use that as a reference? Only you 
know about that place, and you don’t even remember it 


well.” 

The place that Kamil had just mentioned was a kingdom 
far to the south. | wonder just exactly how many people in 
Arxia even know the name Paktushuki. Even Mareshan 
doesn’t know about that place, even though she’s very 
knowledgeable. The only reason why | learnt this name was 
because Kamil taught me it. 

“You have a point... My father was from there, so he 
taught me a lot about the place.” 

While laughing loudly, Kamil suddenly poured a pail of 
warm water on me. A large amount of water splashed on my 
face, and when | glared at him, he stared back with a 
feminine and teasing glance as if he hadn’t done anything. 
This bastard, he’s playing dumb. Even though he just 
poured water on me with the pail, now you’ve done it! | 
childishly returned the favour by throwing all the water from 
the washbasin at him. 

“Son of a bitch. Using your washbasin isn’t fair!” 

“So what? You started it, Tsar.” 

“You're the one who splashed me first!” 

| started cussing without hesitation in the army, and our 
shouting and shrieking only lasted for a few seconds. A 
merciless fist descended from above, and | saw stars in front 
of my eyes. 

“You're annoying, you stupid brats!” 

The first belonged to Gunter who had come into the bath 
without me realising. A vein was popping out of his 
forehead, and his irritated voice was low. Gunter is a leader 
despite being so young, and had an imposing aura to go 
along with his status... He, he was absolutely terrifying. 

“So-sorry.” 

“This raggedy brat thinks she can return to her stupid 
noble life tomorrow. Don’t get too happy. I'll still be in 
charge of your training from tomorrow on as well.” 

Training... what did he say? | involuntarily looked at 
Gunter with a shocked, idiotic expression. 


From tomorrow on as well. | wonder if this means he’s 
going to be my official martial arts instructor. But, | heard 
from Earl Thelesia that | will be learning fencing with a 
rapier since it was befitting for nobles. Kamil had been 
frightened a moment ago, but he said in a carefree voice, 
“Eh, really?” 

“Oi, what’s with that face?” 

“Gunter-san, can you use swordsmanship for nobles?” 

“Hah? Is that sort of thing even useful? ... Ahn, someone 
will be called from the royal capital to teach you pretty 
swordsmanship.” 

So that means... On top of having to endure Guther’s 
gruelling training, I’m also going to have a ceremonial 
swordsmanship practice as well? | became a bit dejected, 
and Gunter even threatened me, “Don’t you dare make a 
fool of yourself and throw up in front of whatever weakling 
noble shows up from the royal capital.” 

His expression, is like, um... a Nio Guardian? From my 
previous life’s memories, which were fading more and more 
with each passing day, | suddenly remembered those 
intense Buddhist statues for some reason. What’s more, way 
too clearly. 

When | glanced around with fear, my eyes met with 
Kamil, who had fallen into a similar state. It seemed 
ridiculously amusing that we had been arguing about water 
before and now ended up like this. Kamil also felt the same. 
We couldn’t hold in our laughter and burst out laughing. 

“Why’re you laughing about, you two stupid brats?! | told 
you two to shut up!” 

Gunter punched both of us again. 


Chapter 3 


As spring came to Kaldia, the Golden Hill Mansion 
became a little busier. It’s the first time in four years that 
my birthday is being celebrated. 

In Arxia, birthdays fall into three periods in the year: after 
the fields have been ploughed, after the summer 
Descending Festival between the full moon and the new 
moon, and after the harvest in autumn. | was born at the 
end of winter, so my birthday was celebrated after the fields 
have been ploughed. The feudal lord’s birthday was 
celebrated everywhere in the fief, so it was the best time to 
butter up the citizens. With the celebration as a pretence, 
they use the carrot and stick approach by distributing 
alcohol and food to the people. 

... But | cannot possibly offer the citizens carrots, since | 
am the last surviving member of the Kaldia House whom 
they despise. There’s even a chance that they would start 
riots. | probably wouldn’t have had my birthday celebrated 
this year either if there weren’t plans to restore the fief, 
improving the security by using the army, and my debut to 
other nobles. 

Of course, it was Earl Thelesia who was holding my 
birthday celebration with those plans in mind. I’ve had more 
opportunities to work up close to him ever since | came 
back from the barracks. Maybe I’m abusing the elderly too 
much by making him work a lot. I'll be distraught if he dies 
from overworking, now. 

To begin with, it seemed that he was ordered to come to 
this fief to be my guardian and acting feudal lord, but he 
was also interested in the benefits that he would receive 
after the fief stabilises. Does he need to work that hard? | 


don’t know what kind of ulterior motive he has, but no 
matter how | look at it, Earl Thelesia looks committed to 
restoring Kaldia without regard for profits. | wouldn’t know 
what to do if he were crushed by his workload. 

Well, having said that, | don’t have the abilities to do the 
job, nor is there anyone else who can help him. The only 
thing | can do is now is to try my best, and obediently take 
his lessons. 

The most prominent result of his lessons is horse riding. 

“Troops, march! Go!” 

Exhale from the bottom of my stomach and raise my 
voice. It was hard to maintain balance on the horse, but | 
managed to take the reins with one hand, and raise my 
sword in the direction we were travelling with the other. This 
was marching training. | was practising how to command 
the march for the parade, which will take place on the first 
day of my birthday celebration. 

The marching training | had done until now had been 
hellish and did not stop even if | vomit or fell. 

In recent years, tactics using cavalry evolved ata 
considerable rate on this continent. Warhorses specially 
prepared for military use have been improved, and the 
recent invention of easy to use leather stirrup became 
widespread. Large scale infantry combat tactics were 
established seven hundred years ago, and only military 
commanders were allowed to ride horses, but nobles began 
to study cavalry tactics and incorporated cavalry soldiers to 
improve their armies. 

The exception is our kingdom. Arxia Kingdom specialises 
in defensive war, so the kingdom’s policy is to avoid war. To 
begin with, the sea is to the north and west of Arxia, the 
southwest has the Amon Kraan Mountains, and the 
northeast has the Amon Nohl Mountains as our national 
borders, so there was little need for fief armies to have 
cavalry troops. Currently, only the southeast part of Arxia, 
which is the only open plain in Arxia, in the Jugfena’s royal 





fief, Marquis Junas’s fief and Earl Luctfeld and Freche fiefs 
have small cavalry troops. 

And, there is an attempt to raise cavalry troops in Kaldia, 
which faces the inner part of Jugfena’s royal fief, now in 
case their army is defeated. We haven’t got enough horses 
yet, so the command of the march for my upcoming 
birthday celebration will be conducted by Earl Thelesia and 
|. Of course, this was done with the army in mind. 

< Hey, a peddler arrived at the village the other 
day, right?” 

“Oh? Come to think of it, my younger brother said 
something like that.” 

| suddenly heard the soldiers talking to each other. | 
thought about stopping them from whispering since we 
were still training, but | left them alone since training was 
nearly over. | know that walking silently can be stressful and 
tedious. 

“It seems like he just returned from Jugfena. He said the 
fortress was strangely tense.” 

“No way. Is the Densel Dukedom waging war again?” 

“Who knows? Magic beasts could have appeared.” 

They were talking about the Jufgena Fortress, along the 
border. Has this already spread among the citizens? 

An incident occurred in Jufgena Fortress. That was also 
the reason why Earl Thelesia and | were quickly improving 
the army. 

| remembered the conversation | had with Earl Thelesia 
six months ago before | went to the barracks. 





“Did you receive a lecture from Marechan about Arxia?” 

“Yes. Our kingdom is a monarchy, and the teachings of 
the Church of Ar Xia act as law and maintain order in the 
kingdom.” 

Earl Thelesia and | were standing side-by-side in his 
office, and he was looking at a draft. Bellway, Marechan and 
Kamil weren’t in the office. He had called me to his office 


because he had something to tell me, but this was the first 
time | was being told something in advance. He usually 
gave me after-reports, and even if | was told something in 
advance, it was only to approve documents. 

There were a few maps with the drafts in front of me. Of 
course, this was the first time he had prepared materials for 
me and the first time he asked how Mareshan’s lectures 
were going. 

“| see. What about things to do with outside of our 
kingdom?” 

There were some Arxia maps, areas around Kaldia and 
even large-scale maps of areas outside of the kingdom. 

“Not yet. I’m sorry for making slow progress.” 

“No, it’s fine. Then ask if you don’t understand anything. 
I'll explain the relationship between our kingdom and our 
neighbours before talking about why | called you here 
today.” 

The Earl was frank, and he included the word ‘questions’, 
so | was startled and goggled at him. He had never cared if | 
understood him or not before this. | looked up at the Earl in 
amazement, and he stared down at me, “What is it?” so | 
quickly averted my eyes. 

“... You can think of Arxia as the largest kingdom on this 
continent. To the east of our Kingdom are the Romur and 
Ringworl kingdoms, which occupy the northern half of the 
continent. There are a lot of small kingdoms in the southern 
half, and they are still in the middle of wars.” 

He showed one of the maps and drew an arc where Arxia 
was. In the east, the northern part is blocked by Amon Nohl 
Mountains and Bandishia Plateau, and in the south, the west 
is divided into Amon Kraan and Sodonia Bay. The north and 
west areas are the sea. 

“... It’s like a natural fortress.” 

“That’s right. If someone wants to enter our kingdom, 
then they will need to enter through the southeast. And, 
Kaldia is located in the outer area of Arxia, almost at the 


centre of the kingdom. It is counted as part of Jufgena, 
which faces the eastern border.” 

Earl Thelesia also added that fiefs facing the national 
border, or touching it, were called outer areas. The red line 
on the map began at the southern end of Amon Nohl and 
traced all the southern kingdoms and the eastern and 
southern borders. 

That is the Arxia Kingdom. 

| learnt from the map of how big this world was. The 
events of the otome game occurred in the royal capital, but 
there were places on the map that didn’t exist in the game, 
and people were living their lives there every day. People 
created their own cultures, had a long history, and they live 
and die. 





This world is ‘reality’ after all. There were no 
differences between the world in my past memories and this 
one. At least, this is the truth for me since | live here. 

| felt my chest ache, so | held down my collar. 

| really wanted those memories to disappear soon. I’m 
scared that my sense of reality is going to shake. 

“Our kingdom doesn’t interact with other kingdoms, but... 
we especially don’t have any relations at all with the small 
kingdoms to the south, because their rise and falls are too 
volatile.” 

In the time of Arxia Kingdom’s previous incarnation, Leich 
Heinlar Arzes Ar Xia, we had already abandoned all policies 
of military aggression with other kingdoms. The borders 
have always been closed since the transition to the present 
kingdom, and only those with a passport issued by the King 
were allowed to enter and leave. We have a non- 
interference peace treaty with other countries, and there 
are friendly trade agreements which enable merchants to 
pass, with permission, from the state to do international 
trade. Our kingdom basically practices isolationism. 

The overall situation in the continent isn’t so peaceful. 
The northern part of the continent is relatively calm because 


there are a lot of large kingdoms there, but nations apart 
from Arxia are basically always alert to war. Arxia can 
remain at peace because other kingdoms haven’t been able 
to develop beyond any of the other small kingdoms. The 
power struggles between kingdoms of similar strengths are 
keeping them busy, so none of them has time to make a 
move on Arxia, a major power. 

However, the international situation changes. 

“Is it... the Rindarl Union Dukedom?” 

“They might change their name to Rindarl Empire soon.” 

| heard the sound of something falling into place in my 
head. | know that name. Rindal Union Dukedom... that’s 
where the Heroine of the game comes from. 

Bitterness spread through my mouth. | even thought that 
it would be fine if that kingdom were never established. 

The real world was getting closer to the stage of the 
game. That was unpleasant. The people of this world acted 
according to their will and took action according to the 
game scenario. Just thinking about it made me feel 
disgusted. 

“To the east of Arxia, four countries have been expanding 
their territories for the past hundred years. They are Densel, 
Planates, Giograd and Parmigran. Originally, there had been 
a kingdom called Rindarl, which ruled over the southeast 
region of the northern part of the continent, but then they 
split into north, south, east and west, and the state- 
appointed a duke to govern each of these regions. Each 
dukedom absorbed multiracial kingdoms near them, thus 
becoming their own separate kingdoms with individual 
traits.” 

The Earl continued, “There have been movements to 
reunify the four kingdoms. The four dukedoms were 
currently small countries compared to Arxia, but if they 
combine into one dukedom, then they will become a great 
power comparable to Arxia. If another kingdom with similar 


powers to Arxia is created, then the predominant position 
that Arxia has held onto for so long might be gone. 

Depending on the actions from Rindarl, a war between 
our two kingdoms may actually happen. Densel and 
Planates face Arxia. We’re on friendly relations with 
Planates, and they have married their Queen to us. But 
Densel is still considered as a potential enemy because of 
the war that took place ten years ago. 

“There’s only Jugfena royal fief between Kaldia and 
Densel. If a battle with Rindarl occurs, then not only will you 
be ordered to participate, but you may even be ordered to 
be on the frontlines.” 

Earl Thelesia explained clearly as he marked the places 
on the map with his finger. | glared at the map representing 
the northern part of the continent and hammered it into my 
brain. The power balance in the north would completely 
change with Rindarl uniting. Arxia will be directly affected by 
this the most, apart from private territories, so Kaldia, which 
is located to the east, has to be vigilant. Kaldia is too close 
to the border, and would probably need to mobilise its 
troops during war. 

“... Did you want to talk about the situation in Romur 
Ringworl today?” 

Rindarl Union Dukedom may have already started 
preparing for war if they have plans to invade Arxia. War is 
not just about the battle; soldiers need to be trained, they 
need to gather intelligence and manoeuvre to invade the 
enemy nation. Kaldia also needs to prepare. 

“That’s part of it. But we’re not in danger of war yet... | 
was thinking of waiting a bit longer before telling you this. 
At least, until your next birthday celebrations is over. But 
there is a reason why I’m telling you early.” 

Earl Thelesia pointed at the border of Densel and Jugfena 
royal fief on my map. 

“Did you know that Jugfena Fortress is built along the 
national border?” 


“Yes.” 

It’s the fort where Rashiok’s siblings are being raised. It is 
located to the east, beyond a forest known as the Monster 
Forest, and is also a major export location for the grains 
produced in Kaldia. It wasn’t that far from Golden Hill 
Mansion, but people needed to take a detour around the 
Monster Forest to get there, so it took about three days on 
foot to get there. 

The Earl moved his finger to the north-eastern part of the 
royal fief. He drew a circle close to the southern tip of 
Bandishia Plateau and tapped it lightly. 

“Do you know about the nomads?” 

“They're tribes of people who raise livestock and move 
around periodically. Is that correct?” 

“That’s mostly correct. South of Bandishia Plateau is a 
nomad tribe called the Sill tribe. They’re citizens of Artolas, 
but Densel has conquered Artolas, so they’re resisting 
against Densel together with some farmers from the 
border.” 

The Earl pulled out the oldest map out of all the maps he 
had prepared and showed me the area that used to be 
Artolas. It use to contain the eastern part of Amon Nohl, as 
well as Bandishia Plateau. The capital was located in the 
northern plateau, but after it fell to Densel, the nation 
stopped functioning, and it has now become a part of 
Densel. Artolas was founded as an empire for the Artolas 
people, which included the Sill tribe, and the farmers in the 
region were accepted into the empire as well, this was what 
the Earl said to me. 

“Since Densel now controls the farmlands to the east, the 
Sill tribe have gradually been moving westward. The battle 
between the Sill tribe and Densel will most likely begin at 
the bottom of the plateau because that entire area is wide 
open plains. Actually, it’s been reported to the House of 
Lords that the farmers who had joined up with the Sill tribe 
are being accepted at Jugfena Fortress as refugees.” 


There’s no chance of the Sill tribe winning, and if Rindarl 
unites, then it’s doubtful that Densel will leave them alone. 
It has been five years since the name Artolas has been 
erased from maps. The Sill tribe has resisted Densel for that 
long, so it’s improbable that they will be accepted as 
citizens of Densel. 

“Densel intends to wipe out the Sill tribe, and they resist 
because they know this... Is that what’s going on?” 

“That’s right. Surrendering is no longer an option to 
them. However, although the Still tribe are a minority tribe, 
they are excellent equestrians. | don’t think they’ll be 
completely wiped out before they reach Arxia.” 

The decisive battle between Densel and the Sill tribe will 
definitely occur with the fortress close to them, in 
that case, Arxia may not be able to Say it’s not related to us. 
The feudal lords in Jugfena royal fief should think really hard 
about whether to intervene. 

“The leader of the fief’s army is the feudal lord. That 
means you, Eliza.” 

Because I’ve inherited the Viscountess title as a member 
of the Kaldia house, that also means taking on 
responsibilities that come with it. | didn’t particularly want 
the title, but | was kept alive and given that position, so | 
must repay this. 

“You can leave the battlefield command to Gunter, but 
you will have to at least be present at the fortress. If the 
defence of the fort becomes necessary for whatever reason, 
you may also be required to take up arms. So, you’re going 
to enter the barracks to learn the basics of martial arts and 
train your body.” 

“... Excuse me?” 

“And, the House of Lords decided that the Kaldia army will 
need a major reorganisation. Even though we’re not in 
danger yet, as a precaution, we will expand the army since 
we’re near the border. The fief’s army will be developed as a 
cavalry unit and will move as support troops for the royal 





army and national border knights in the event of an 
emergency. We will use your birthday to spread the news 
about the army organisation. If this goes well, then the 
subsidiary aid will increase, so please keep this in mind.” 

“.,. Pardon?” 

| couldn’t help but ask back. He’s going to expand the 
army amid reconstruction and while the citizen’s 
resentment towards the feudal lord hasn’t cleared? And, he 
wants me to control the army filled with people who want to 
kill me? Even with this small amount of people, they’re still 
out of control, you know? 

“You should know best what you need to do in the 
barracks. | will begin teaching you how to ride a horse after 
you return... Oh, and the citizens will probably oppose if 
they know they’re going to be war tools, so keep it a secret 
until the time comes.” 

The Earl didn’t mind that | was speechless, he finished 
what he wanted to say and began clearing the maps. 

... |-wanted to bury my head in my hands at the various 
plans in place, but first... 

Is that why the Earl never tried to move me? The 
question that was stuck in my head finally made sense, and 
| felt better. 

Even if I’m not moved away, there will inevitably come a 
day where | will have to directly face the citizens as their 
feudal lord. If I’m crushed before this, then the fief will be 
his, if I’m not, then that’s that, and | can only move at his 
will since | have no power. My body will become a good 
cushion between him and the annoying citizens who distrust 
nobles. Even for my future, it’ll be fine to be raised the way 
he wants me to be raised, and if he doesn’t raise me then | 
can just marry a convenient man, and pass the title to him... 

Honestly, this is a very cold ‘education’ for a five-year- 
old; | nearly sighed. 





Remembering that nearly caused me to have a 
stomach ache. 

The news about Densel hasn’t spread to the citizens yet, 
so the details couldn’t be explained to the soldiers. 
However, the Earl has been rapidly organising the army. He 
used the completion of the base, and the fact that there 
were few soldiers as an excuse, but if we urgently train a 
considerable number of apprentice soldiers, introduce horse 
riding, and have a large army march at my birthday 
celebration, then he can combine the merchant’s rumours 
with fears of the situation in the neighbouring kingdom. 

Thinking about it now that I’ve entered the barracks, it 
might have been good that | was able to improve my 
relationship with the soldiers a little... Well, it’s the Earl’s 
fault that | didn’t have enough time. It’s no use to hasten 
progress. 

The horse | rode on suddenly shook his head, probably 
because he was aware of the soldiers’ conversation. | wasn’t 
prepared, and nearly went out of position. 

“Hey, brat! Focus, idiot!” 

At once, a relentless scolding came from Gunter, who was 
walking next to me. | remembered the past for a moment 
during rehearsal and corrected my posture and mind. 

I’m still a beginner at horse riding, and it took a lot of 
nerve to manipulate a horse. Though, | think it’s quite 
reckless for a six-year-old child to manipulate an active 
warhorse. 

On top of that, | had command of the march, and my 
psyche was being shaved away. It was challenging because | 
had to instruct the march to turn right, turn left and stop. 
Also, there were guards in front of me, and to the right and 
left, and behind me was a line of forty soldiers. It was hard 
to adjust the timing, and | even wanted a marching band. 

... Why do | remember what marching bands are? | don’t 
know how memories work, so | don’t have the answer to 
that. 


The moment | thought that, the horse annoyingly shook 
his body again. It’s a given that a dissatisfied horse would 
act up if the rider is distracted. | quickly put power into the 
hand which was holding the reins of the horse. 


Chapter 4 


Part 1 


It was finally time for my birthday celebration right when 
my fatigue had reached its peak from preparing for it every 
day. For the next three days starting from today, I'll be 
hellishly busy until | can finally take a break. 

“... Stop laughing constantly.” 

A bastard laughed while | was feeling extremely 
exhausted. It was Kamil. He was holding his stomach in 
laughter at my outfit. It’s annoying since he could hold his 
laughter, but he didn’t. 

“But! ... Ha, hahahaha...” 

What a fucking bastard. So annoying. | reproached him 
with a sulky voice, and he laughed harder. I’m so tired so 
even the smallest things annoy me. Kamil was laughing so 
hard because of my outfit. No one wants to be laughed at in 
their best set of clothes. More so when someone else chose 
what they wore. It was actually the first time someone gave 
me a gift, so | was pleased. 

My hair was twirled in a bun, on the top of my head, a 
hairstyle that nobles usually wouldn’t wear, and | was 
wearing a formal knight uniform and mantle, which had 
plain decorations on it. No matter how you look at it, it’s an 
outfit for boys. As a girl, | should have been wearing a circlet 
and a bliaud. 

“You have to wear it, it’s custom.” 

Earl Thelesia, who was next to me, whispered. He 
sounded, somewhat, as if he was apologising. 


The feudal lord only toured their fief during birthday 
celebrations while they were still a minor. And it was an 
Arxian custom for nobles with peerage to wear formal 
knight’s attire for birthday celebrations. If my father hadn’t 
died, he probably would have worn this. 

Up until now, no young girls have ever inherited a court 
rank, so, unfortunately, | have become the first-ever 
example. Earl Thelesia dressed me up in the customary 
knight’s uniform... So, this meant that my birthday 
celebration will be conducted as if | were a boy. 

Well, | had vaguely guessed this when he made me 
practice horse riding for the parade command. You can’t 
ride a horse with a dress. Arxia Kingdom is a society centred 
around men, so, of course, people think that leading an 
army wasn’t for women. Therefore, there weren’t any riding 
clothes for women. 

With that in mind, | really didn’t know why Kamil was 
laughing so hard. He’s not incompetent enough to not 
predict in advance that | would be wearing a uniform for 
boys. Is he laughing because he doesn’t think it suits me? 

“It, it’s perfect on you... Hahaha... Tsar, it looks good... 
not cute at all... Haha.” 

... It’s the opposite. It looked much better on me than 
he’d expected. But is it really that funny? Well, there are 
hardly any differences between boys and girls when they’re 
six years old, so it shouldn’t matter what they wear. | feel 
like I’ll never understand why he’s laughing. 

Even so, dressing up aS a man? | looked down at my 
outfit again. 

My outfit wasn’t so bad. | think it goes well with my high 
bun and nasty eyes. | would look too poisonous if they made 
a dress to match my eye colour and hair, but, in a knight’s 
uniform, | looked rather imposing. 

Most importantly, | was happy that | didn’t look similar to 
the in-game Eliza Kaldia, who often flickered through my 
mind. It’s simple, but the impact of the differences aren’t 


small. | tie my hair up because I’m aware that my father 
always had his hair down when he was alive. My features 
are exactly like father’s, so it fans the hatred of the citizens. 
| wonder if I’m trying to erase the similarities between my 
father and the ‘Eliza’ in my memories because | still fear 
being related to them. 


Our parade, which had left early in the morning, slowly 
passed through the villages. 

| saw the citizens for the first time since | killed my 
family, and they looked quite different. Although they were 
still thin, it was still a long way off from the time when they 
were nothing but skins and bones with empty eyes. Thanks 
to the Earl. 

However, the cheerful villagers changed the moment 
they saw me, and they didn’t even conceal the hatred that 
reflected at the back of their eyes when they looked at me. 

| guess they can’t forgive that I’m a Kaldia. Or, do they 
hate that | exist? 

Without letting it affect my smile, | continued leading the 
drill like | had practised. No matter which village we moved 
on to, there was a complicated mix of feelings directed at 
me. | thought back to when the Earl had thrown me into the 
newly constructed barracks. Now, the soldiers’ murderous 
intent towards me had faded, but they had also glared at 
me as if they wanted to tear me apart with their eyes when 
we had first met. Much like that time, the people are taking 
out their hatred of my father through me. 

The eyes say what the mouth doesn’t, | suddenly 
remembered this phrase | heard from somewhere. Their 
bitter gazes told me that they couldn’t forgive me for being 
the daughter of that cruel feudal lord, and living my life 
leisurely. 

However, at the same time, they also seemed to be at a 
loss for what to do and held some expectations for me. After 
all, Earl Thelesia had raised me, and he was the people’s 


saviour. Therefore, the citizens not only saw my father in 
me, but also the Earl. And, because of their conflicting 
thoughts, they were at a loss. 

The fief soldiers observed me, and it had taken four 
months for them to get used to me. | wonder how long it 
would take for the citizens to do the same. They can’t see 
the work that’s being done in the feudal lord’s mansion. 
Much less, what | have been studying, or the work being 
done for the fief. Just how long will it take for the people to 
approve of me as their feudal lord? 

Although it seemed glamorous and joyful on the surface, 
everyone was actually pretty tense inside. But no one would 
let their tension show. Otherwise, there would have been no 
point in the Earl preparing this birthday celebration. I’m 
amazed by my wishful thinking, but | still couldn’t help but 
think that. 


The final village we were visiting, Cyril Village, was 
strangely tense, unlike the other villages. The aura in this 
village was so dense that | felt like it was stinging my skin. 

Cyril Village was located furthest away from the area 
under the feudal lord’s direct control, so reconstruction was 
the slowest here. In other words, the benevolent influence 
that the Earl had was minimal here. There were still a lot of 
dilapidated houses which looked like they were going to 
collapse, and, unlike the other villages, there was a horrible 
stench in the air. 

Although the villagers had made a sparse runway of 
flowers along the parade’s path, their expressions seemed 
more like they were cursing rather than celebrating, and 
was severely depressing. With the hostility of the villagers, | 
felt as if my tension was gnawing away at me. To them, their 
hatred towards my father is not merely a thing of the past. 
They remember it to the point where it’s like a lump lodged 
in their chests. 

“... You alright?” 


Kamil, who was walking to my left, whispered worriedly, 
but | could only shake my head slightly in reply. Even though 
it was still chilly, it felt disgusting as sweat trickled down my 
temple to my chin. 

The soldiers protecting me were also tense from the 
villagers’ animosity. The harmony that they had barely held 
onto until a while ago completely disappeared, and they 
looked around restlessly. The people behind us also couldn’t 
keep their pace. Gunter, who was walking silently on my 
right, was also restless, and | heard him click his tongue 
several times. 

“I'll report to the Earl. We need to take a break after 
leaving this village.” 

“Sorry about this.” 

Kamil ignored my ambiguous reply since he couldn’t tell if 
| was replying to him or apologising and headed to the front 
where the Earl was. | was slightly relieved that Kamil had 
Shown concern for me, and my shallow breathing had 
improved without me realising. 

At that moment, there was a sudden commotion from the 
people lined up towards the right. 

| turned to look because | thought something had 
happened, and half of my vision turned black from a shadow 
hurtling towards me. 

“Ah!” 

Along with a dull thud, pain ran along my forehead from 
the shock of the impact. Unable to deal with what had 
happened unexpectedly, | reflexively grabbed onto the reins 
as my body swayed. 

Ah, it was already too late by the time | thought that. The 
horse neighed and stood up on its hind legs since | had 
suddenly pulled on the reins. | was being shaken about so 
quickly that | couldn’t see clearly, and soon, my body was in 
mid-air. My back slammed into the ground, knocking my 
breath out of me. | couldn’t breathe due to the impact, and 


along with a loud ringing in my ears, my consciousness 
started fading. 

A lot of people were shouting something. In my blurry 
vision, | saw a lot of metallic silver from the soldiers 
glistening around me. 

What had happened? A rock had been thrown at me. 

Who threw it? Was it a villager? Someone from Cyril 
Village. 

| was panting due to the lack of oxygen. The soldiers had 
drawn their swords. Everyone was completely tense. Both 
the soldiers and the villagers were panicking. 

Don’t kill them, | tried to say. Since | was out of breath, 
my voice wouldn’t come out. | dug into the dirt with my nails 
out of frustration. 

“Don’t kill. Don’t kill anyone. If someone is killed now, 
then only a grudge shall remain.” | heard the Earl’s voice 
repeat this many times, although he sounded muffled and 
distant. 

That’s right. Don’t kill anyone. If anyone is killed here 
today, then all the work that’s been accomplished over the 
past four years will be destroyed in an instant. 

Did my voice come out or not? | didn’t even know this, as 
| kept shouting not to kill them over and over again in my 
mind while my consciousness was fading. 

Eliza-sama!” 

My five senses suddenly became clear all at once, as if | 
had just emerged from underwater. 

The first thing | saw was Kamil’s pale face, then the blue 
Sky behind him. At the same time, | heard dozens of people 
making such a commotion that | couldn’t make out anything 
that was being said. 

My head hurts so much. | wonder if this shaking pain is a 
concussion. It’s possible since | fell off my horse. 

“.. Kamil?” 





Kamil sighed in relief when | looked him in the eyes. 
Something felt out of place, and upon closer inspection, | 
could see that my left cheek was slightly red and swollen. | 
wonder if someone hit me during the commotion. 

“Kamil, what the heck...?” 

“No one died or was injured. Except for you. It’s because 
a certain someone was moaning don’t kill them the whole 
time.” 

He immediately gave me a straightforward report, 
probably trying to give me peace of mind. For now, that’s all 
| need to know. Kamil wiped my forehead and fingertips with 
a wet cloth, and | relaxed and watched him in silence. My 
body felt sluggish as if | had been sprinting with all my 
might. 

| was carried away without me realising it, and | was lying 
down on a flat stretch of ground close to the river outside of 
Cyril Village. Judging from the position of the sun, it doesn’t 
seem like that much time has passed. My heart was still 
beating like crazy, but most of the pain in my back from 
when | slammed into the ground had already faded. 
Although | had only remained conscious for a few seconds 
after the rock hit my forehead, it probably took at least ten 
minutes... to leave the village that was in chaos. | don’t 
know what happened during that time, but no one seemed 
to have passed out. 

The soldiers were all sitting around me and resting as if 
they were surrounding me. | heard the high pitched shrieks 
of a child, but it was too bothersome to turn my neck, so | 
deliberately ignored it. 

“Ahh, you're really dumb, Tsar.” 

“What's with you all of a sudden?” 

Kamil suddenly sighed after he finished wiping down my 
wounds. What did | do this time for him to call me dumb? It 
was a horrible decision to send my guard, Kamil, to act as a 
messenger, but there should be no reason for him to call me 
dumb. 


“Your nails are peeling off. It’s going to hurt later.” 

Kamil said as he pointed to my left hand, which he had 
just wiped a while ago... Come to think of it, something did 
feel somewhat painful and uncomfortable. | had probably 
used too much strength when | was digging into the dirt 
with my nails earlier. | really have nothing to say to be 
called dumb, because it was a really dumb injury. 

“I’m going to wash this cloth. There’s an orphan over 
there being guarded by a soldier, but you can’t go and see 
him, alright?” 

“... Even if you don’t say that, | can’t even stand up by 
myself right now. I’ll behave and just rest here.” 

| watched as Kamil left with the cloth and finally took a 
breath. | felt the pain in my back, fingers and forehead 
gradually subside, and breathed a sigh of relief since the 
chaos in Cyril Village had been resolved without a single 
injury. 

When | had fallen off my horse, the soldiers had utterly 
lost direction without leadership because of their 
accumulated fatigue and tension. 

If they had misused their military power and weapons, 
they might have hurt others who were not connected to the 
person who had thrown the rock. If that had happened, then 
the fief would have become unstable. There was no reason 
to indiscriminately attack the villagers one ruled just 
because one of the villagers had thrown a rock. 

Earl Thelesia’s four years of efforts have brought the 
energy and willpower that my father had sapped away from 
the people. However, the people still distrust nobles, and 
their hatred for me, as a Kaldia, still continues. The people 
had survived the hellish man-made disaster caused by my 
father, and it wouldn’t be strange if they threw away their 
lives to try to take revenge and kill me. This fief is currently 
under a very fragile balance. 

Really, it’s good that nobody was killed. 

No, there might be someone who will be killed? 





On the other side of the soldiers who were resting, was a 
child who had been endlessly screaming and trying to 
escape from his restraints. 

Even the Earl probably couldn’t predict how a child would 
act. Did he think that the adults would suppress a child’s 
reckless behaviour? Or, had he made a blunder because he 
hadn’t included orphans into his calculations? 

By the time Kamil had returned, my headache felt slightly 
better, and | was somehow able to sit up by myself. 
Borrowing the strength of Kamil’s arm, | stood up and asked 
him to take me to the screaming child. Although he had 
frowned, Kamil lent me his arm without saying anything. 


Part 2 


According to Kamil, who had quickly gathered information 
because he thought it would be needed, the one who threw 
the rock at me was an orphan boy from Cyril Village. He 
didn’t know who his father was. His mother had gotten 
pregnant during ‘forced labour’, and committed suicide 
because she couldn’t take it anymore. 

‘Forced labour’ was a way for my father and mother to 
obtain slaves. Slavery is banned in Arxia, but my father 
treated it as a position and imposed it on the people. On the 
surface, he was sending personnel to other fiefs, but the 
truth was close to human trafficking. 

| forced down my dizziness and nausea and looked 
straight into the child’s cloudy eyes. The child’s arms were 
being held down by a soldier. He had dirty black hair and 
sepia eyes and was extremely thin. His body, which had 
grown poorly due to malnutrition, looked younger than 
mine, but he was probably older than me. In his dark pupils 
were a murderous intent that adults desperately tried to 
hide. 


“... You! The feudal lord’s daughter!!” 

When the child noticed me approaching, he stopped 
struggling and screamed. The soldier, who was restraining 
the child, held onto him tighter and said, “Watch your 
words.” 

“I’m not the feudal lord’s daughter, I’m the feudal lord. 
Kamil, what’s his name?” 

| replied for the time being and asked Kamil for the child’s 
name. 

“Apparently, it’s Radka. But he’s a boy.” 

The name Radka is traditionally a girl’s name in Jugfena. 
He was probably brought up as a girl because all the boys 
who had been born during ‘forced labour’ were disposed of. 
A child who is around the same age as me and has similar 
eyes to mine, and he wasn’t treated as a boy. This strange 
sign is really interesting. 

“Then, Radka. Did you simply throw the rock at me 
because I’m Ouwe Kaldia’s daughter? Or did you have some 
other reason?” 

“Don’t call my name like you know me! What other 
reason would there be for me to throw a rock at you?! You 
should have died four years ago too!!” 

A child around the same age raised his voice even though 
it had become raspy and hoarse. When | thought about how 
this was one of the legacies my father had left me, | almost 
felt like laughing from disgust. 

The soldier ruthlessly pinned the raging Radka onto the 
ground. The skinny child looked like a withered tree branch 
on the ground, but he didn’t show any fear. He’s brave. 

“What, you think it’s funny? You were only a baby back 
then, so you think what your dad did had nothing to do with 
you?” 

His voice was low. It’s almost praiseworthy how clear his 
malice and murderous intent is. If we weren’t surrounded by 
soldiers, then his glare indicated that he would probably act 
upon those feelings. 


“And, if that’s true?” 

“While you were drinking your milk and sleeping every 
day, how many people do you think died?” 

It’s not like it doesn’t have anything to do with me. After 
all, | was being raised comfortably by that disgusting excuse 
for a lord until | was two. Radka laughed ironically, stating 
that even that was a sin, and he was resentful because | 
should have died back then. That’s a lot to think about for a 
child who hasn’t even reached 10. 

In this world, the system of extending complicity for a 
crime to the criminal’s family is used. This system is 
imposed on everyone regardless of their position, and Radka 
probably knew this as well, even though he was a 
commoner’s child. For heinous criminals, the entire family 
would be executed, even if they were the criminal’s nieces 
or nephews. Under that logic, it was certainly strange that 
I’m still alive. 

But, what of it. Since I’m currently alive as an 
exception to this, | have no intentions of committing suicide 
because I’m drowning in guilt, or allowing myself to be killed 
by the citizens of the fief. 

“138 people.” 

“... Huh?” 

“138 people have died since they knew | had been 
conceived. To be precise, 71 of them are missing, but... 
what of it?” 

If he insists that the people who have died since | was 
born is my fault, then I’ll just accept it. 

| had first recalled my previous life’s memories a bit 
before | turned one. | spent a year watching dreadful things 
such as murder; they clung to their rotten ideals and the 
citizens’ lives became expendable commodities to be used 
and thrown away. 

| had found the poisonous leaves near the edge of the 
pond close to the garden at that time. | knew that the 
kitchen was understaffed and that | would be able to sneak 





in and put the poison into the soup without being seen, 
because of my small infant body. However, | hesitated after | 
had obtained the plant, and several more people died in the 
meantime. If that isn’t my sin, then whose is it? 

“Th-that’s...!” 

“| was allowed to live. This means that they won’t allow 
me to die. Let me ask you back. Why do you think | still 
haven’t killed you yet?” 

| released Kamil’s arms which had been supporting me 
and pulled out my ceremonial dagger from my waist. Even 
though the thin blade was decorative, it was still sharp 
enough to slice through a person’s skin. | brushed away the 
hand Kamil had used to try to stop me and approached the 
child. 

| felt goosebumps on my skin, and a shudder crept up my 
spin. My mouth distorted of its own accord at the strange 
sense of unrealism like | was delirious from a fever. 

“You couldn’t have thought you wouldn’t possibly get 
killed, right?” 

| grabbed the child’s hair which had been pressed on the 
ground, much like an insect. After pulling his hair and 
exposing his throat, | pushed the point of the blade against 
it. | could see him gulp. Even so, he kept glaring at me 
bravely. How courageous for a child of his age. 





“According to the words of the shrine maiden Xia Fema, a 
sinner must be made to atone for their crimes with the 
appropriate punishment to cleanse the soul of impurities. 
So, | can’t give you the death penalty here, now can |?” 

“... If you’re going to kill me, then stop acting so 
pompous and get on with it already. Something like that is 
nothing compared to what was done to mum!” 

Although the sentiment is admirable, it’s foolish. | 
understood from this short conversation that the knowledge 
commoners needed to live was extremely insufficient. 
Radka was a boy born from ‘forced labour’ and was an 
orphan with a girl’s name. It was clear to see that he hadn’t 
been brought up properly. 

“Tsar!” 

Kamil put his hand on my shoulder. “Any more than 
this...” he rebuked, and the strange heat that was ruling my 
head quickly cooled down. | released Radka, stood up and 
returned the dagger to my scabbard. Kamil sighed in relief. 
The boy fell to the ground and let out a muffled scream. 
Throw him into the basement dungeon. It’s a 
shame to spill blood during a festival.” 

| removed my gaze from the child when this was done. 
He’s clever and full of rage, so | know that someone hadn't 
told him to throw the rock at me. “Do it,” on the surface, 
Kamil seemed obedient and respectfully lowered his head, 
and the soldier lifted the child off the ground. Then, he tied 
a rope around the child while holding back his bitterness. 

“What?! So, you couldn’t even kill me after all!” 

The boy screamed while twisting his body and trying to 
escape from the soldier. | ignored all of that and called out 
to Kamil again. 

“Hail people from the village that have close relations to 
this child to the mansion. It’s fine even if they’re children.” 

“Yes,” 

“Wh... What?! The villagers have nothing to do with 
this!!” 





| sighed at the child who suddenly went berserk. | had 
nothing more to say to him, so! waved my hand and 
signalled the soldier to carry him away. 

Before long, | could no longer hear his voice because he 
was gagged with a cloth. 

“... What do you intend to do with that child? Tsar.” 

Kamil held out his arm without me having to say 
anything, and he muttered the question in an emotionless 
voice so | couldn’t tell if he was interested or not. | looked 
up, and Kamil had a strange expression on his face. | felt 
déja vu and recalled the first time | had met him and he had 
shown me a stiff smile. At that time, he also asked me if | 
would kill the life in my hand in the same way. 

“Don’t worry, | won’t kill him.” 

Or rather, | can’t. But | looked down because | didn’t want 
to tell him why | couldn’t. 

I’m paying for my mistakes. It is my sin and responsibility 
to accept all the hatred from him... and the people. So, why 
did | ask him about his crime? 

Publicly, | can’t let him live. But | can’t kill him with these 
hands. 

“| see.” 

Kamil was relieved, and his stiff expression vanished. He 
might have something against killing people. | doubt he had 
to kill someone while he was travelling the world as the son 
of a merchant, but in this world, death is close by. 
Differences in social status, monsters, diseases, hygiene 
conditions, food and life... killing intent from others. The 
causes of death are rolling carelessly everywhere. 

“Even | don’t know what | want to do to that child. For 
now, I'll talk about it with the Earl first. We can’t have the 
Original plans for the birthday celebration to get further off 
track.” 

While being supported by Kamil, | headed to where the 
Earl was, only a short distance from us. The soldiers’ looked 
rigid, and | perfectly understood why. After witnessing the 


exchange between the child and me, they stared at me with 
Sharp piercing gazes. They seemed frightened, cautious, 
and a bit puzzled. 

| felt really depressed and disgusted enough to want to 
hit myself. 

What difference between the in-game Eliza and me? No 
matter how much | change my outward appearance, | 
haven’t changed at all inside. 

When | thrust the dagger at that child, a ferocious 
euphoria rose from within me. It was brutality that drew out 
on the suffering of the other person, stirred fear, and tried 
to play with life as if it was a toy. | had the urge to gouge my 
chest out, so | grabbed my fingertip and put my nail on my 
palm. The finger that | had pulled the nail from prickled with 
pain and started to get hot. 

If | relax, then I'll cry. That was how shocking the feelings 
inside me were. 

The hearts of the soldiers that had warmed up to me 
were also becoming distant. From the start, it was strange 
for them to forgive me. After all, | am ‘Eliza Kaldia’. 

Besides, this will be necessary one day. | can’t stay a 
friendly child forever. | have to make them understand that | 
will be the feudal lord who leads them, not a child who they 
should care about, and | have to make them accept it. 

Even if the relationship between us is scorn, hate and 
fear. 

The sun passed through the sky and began setting. 

We finally returned to the Golden Hill Mansion, and the 
soldiers’ eyes were shining at the feast that had been 
prepared for them. Although there were a lot of 
expectations, the first day of the birthday celebration is for 
the people. In the daytime, we marched around the villages 
to provide people with food and alcohol. At night, there was 
a banquet at the mansion to thank the soldiers for their 
efforts. 


Considering the incident that had happened earlier, it 
was decided that we would go back to the mansion after we 
finished with formalities so that the soldiers can celebrate. 
Looking down ata child who couldn’t drink would clearly 
ruin the party. They probably wouldn’t call for me anyway. 

With the help from my nanny, | changed out of the tight, 
formal knight uniform and back into a comfortable tunic and 
dalmatic. | put my hand on the door when | had finished 
changing, and my nanny noticed me while she was tidying 
up and spoke to me. 

“Eliza-sama, where are you going...?” 

“I’m going out for a bit. Stay in the mansion.” 

“Wait please, you can’t go out by yourself.” 

| dodged the hand that reached out to stop me, quickly 
closed the door behind me before dashing to where | 
wanted to go. My nanny was just as obstinate as Bellway, 
and she would stop me if she knew where | was going. Now 
that it was evening, she probably won’t let me out of the 
room until Kamil comes to get me. That’s why | tried to 
escape from her by jogging, even if it was considered bad 
manners. My nanny won't find me as long as | get to where | 
wanted to go. She would never imagine that | would be 
going to the dungeon. 

The dungeons here in the mansion were pointlessly 
expanded by my father. Its area was about equal to the 
entire first floor. The stones in the dungeon had their fill of 
blood in the past twenty years, so the air down here was 
awfully eerie and gloomy. The stone walls appeared slightly 
wet under the candle light, and | shivered the first time | 
had learnt that it was coated with the blood of dozens of 
people. Apparently, the rough stone walls had been used in 
the past to ‘grate’ people. 

Radka was crouching in a small cell with a good view of 
the stone wall. It’s always dark in this dungeon even when 
it’s daylight outside, so it slowly wears people down. Human 
beings are instinctively afraid of the dark. 


“Get up.” 

Radka suddenly raised his face at my single command. 
His expression looked exhausted rather than the hatred he 
had shown me earlier. 

“.,. What did you come here for?” 

“I came here to see you.” 

His voice no longer held the spirit he had from this 
morning, and was slightly bitter instead. 

“You're going to be executed as soon as the festivities are 
over. As complicity for your crime, the village head who had 
hired you, as well as his daughter, and the women who let 
you live in her house, and her two children will be punished 
as well.” 

| forced down the bitterness as | mentioned his 
punishment, and my voice came out colder than | had 
expected. 

“Why?” 

“Why, you ask? You attempted to murder an Arxian 
nobility, a Viscountess and feudal lord of this fief. Adding in 
the crime of treason, you’re now considered a heinous 
criminal. Surely you didn’t think that this would simply end 
with a child throwing a rock at another child?” 

Radka hugged his knees at the back of the cell and 
started moving. He slowly crawled towards me, and he 
looked like a ghost with his glistening black pupils. He 
gripped the iron bars of the cell tightly, and focused on me 
with a terribly calm expression. 

“Are you going to punish the people in the fief to preserve 
your honour even though you know you’re a criminal?” 

... |was both surprised and amused at the question that 
had come out from such a small child’s mouth. What a 
precocious child. This child’s head was burning with a sense 
of righteousness, but his lack of knowledge had invited 
misfortune. 

“Are you afraid of dying? Is it painful that you’ve involved 
those around you? Or, maybe both?” 


| suppressed my slight smile as | asked. Radka was 
staring at eyes that wanted to shoot me dead, but for some 
reason, | became crazy and found it amusing. 

“You caused all this with your foolishness. Your 
punishment is in accordance with the law. As if | would hurt 
my people as a pastime like my father did.” 

“Hmm. You never know.” 

Radka was still glaring at me as he sneered. | felt a chill 
at the back of my mind. | really don’t know since I am that 
man’s daughter. 

“A kingdom's laws are there to protect its people. 
According to some people, that would include nobility as 
well. Apparently, some people think that nobles aren’t 
regular people, they’re gears that move this kingdom. 
Nobles are people who obey the law and enforce it... It is 
said that foolish people, who forget this, hurt people and 
destroy the kingdom. Like my father had.” 

Or, like the Eliza Kaldia in my memories who | haven't 
been able to completely forget yet... like me. 

Cold water suddenly dripped down my cheek. It was so 
sudden, that | looked up at the ceiling in surprise. Is it 
condensation? 

“Huh, why did you suddenly cry?” 

“Hah? I’m not crying.” 

Radka was surprised and became confused. | was 
surprised that the voice | had let out was extremely low and 
oppressed. Doesn't it sound like | just said | was crying? | 
quickly wiped the water that was flowing down my cheeks 
with my cuff, but my cheeks still felt wet no matter how 
much | wiped, and my cuff became cold. 

“No, you are crying...” 

“Shut up, idiot. | said | wasn’t crying!” 

| blurted out something strange because | was upset. 

| felt like | was going to sob convulsively, so | quickly ran 
away from the dungeon. The mysterious water that was 


dripping from somewhere down my cheeks didn’t stop until | 
fell asleep. Dammit, why? 

Of course, there was no way for me to know that the child 
in the dungeon was pondering about me. 


Chapter 5 


Part 1 


On the second day of my birthday celebration, a priest 
from the Ar Xia church would perform a blessing ceremony 
for me. As soon as their plain carriage arrived in the 
morning, today’s plans went out the window like yesterday. 

“Oh... Faris-dono...” 

Earl Thelesia raised his voice in surprise as soon as he 
saw the priest who had gotten off the carriage. Faris? Wasn’t 
the name of the priest who was coming today, Armenes? | 
felt this was odd, and Earl Thelesia respectfully bowed his 
head. 

The priest was dressed in a white priest’s robes, a veil 
and with a black shawl on their shoulders. They held a 
sword and staff, which was taller than their body, in their 
hands, and it was hard to determine both their age and 
gender. The tip of the staff was decorated with a triangular 
symbol that represented scales, and the circlet that was 
holding their veil in place had an ornament that resembled a 
third eye. Each was a symbol of the Xia church and the 
person who held the spirit of Misorua held the scales to 
weigh evidence; the eye was a symbol of how the Xia 
church could see through one’s sins; and the sword 
represented order and punishment. 

Just before | paid homage to them, our eyes met for a 
split second. Their pure black pupils, which didn’t allow any 
bias, gave me goosebumps. 

“Siegmund. It’s been a while.” 


Their voice seemed like a woman talking in a slightly low 
voice, but it also seemed like a man talking in a slightly high 
voice. Their gender become even harder to determine. 
Recently, Kamil has been acting like a page, so he took that 
person’s shawl for them. | could see the priest’s shoulder 
line, but | still couldn’t determine their gender. 

“What happened to Armenes-dono?” 

“He’s busy around this time of the year, helping pray at 
spring festivals in different places. He’s really fatigued right 
now, so l’m replacing him today.” 

Their skin and face still seemed young and vibrant like a 
teenager’s, but their tone and attitude seemed like that of 
an old person. But for some reason, it didn’t feel out of 
place. 

Earl Thelesia and the priest walked towards the mansion, 
and | followed after them in silence. The priest named Faris 
met my eye as soon as they got off the carriage, but they 
didn’t pay attention to me at all after that. | can guess how 
high-ranking this priest is since the Earl permitted the priest 
to act this way. 

There were clear distinctions between priests and other 
clergies. Priests receive their position from the King, and 
would carry out various rituals for both the royal palace and 
the church; they belonged to both the royal palace and the 
church. Since this priest is disrespecting me, even though 
I’m a Viscountess, they must at least be a high priest... 
Comparing that with noble ranks, they had the same status 
as a senior earl. Why did such an important person give 
their subordinate a day off to come all the way here? 

“When will the ceremony be?” 

“It’s planned for noon.” 

Faris walked with long strides at a fast pace. | was 
impressed by how well the priest was handling their long 
priest’s robe as they walk, and jogged as not to be rude. | 
occasionally recall that having a child’s body is rough. 


“At noon? | arrived too early. Well then, is it alright if | 
take a look at the garden in the meantime?” 

“Of course. Please allow me to show you around.” 

Earl Thelesia glanced at Kami and | as he stood in front of 
the priest. He probably wants us to return to the mansion 
first. We slowed down, and the two quickly disappeared to 
the back of the building. Kamil and | were left behind, and, 
for some reason, there was an awkward silence as we 
entered the silent mansion. 

Kamil was peeking at me, so that awkward silence might 
have been caused because | was quiet. However, | was 
swayed by emotions | couldn’t control last night, and it was 
a little annoying, so | couldn’t even look at him. 


There is no prayer room in the Golden Hill Mansion. There 
wasn’t enough time to build one in the mansion, so the 
ceremony will be held in a small church to the south. 
Mansions that belong to the feudal lord usually have a 
prayer room in them... but apparently, the head of the 
Kaldia House many generations ago destroyed the prayer 
room that was in this mansion. However, there aren’t any 
records from that time around, so | don’t know what had 
happened. Because such a thing had happened, I’m also 
interested in knowing why we haven't been 
excommunicated from the church yet. 

The servants in the mansion had cleaned and purified the 
church. | think... the inside of the church resembled the 
chapels in my previous world. It probably felt that way to me 
because it seemed vaguely western and religious. Although 
| felt that it resembled a chapel, | actually don’t remember 
most of the features of a chapel. My previous life’s 
memories were already becoming vague after having spent 
six years already in a completely different world and culture. 
Obviously, since they were just shallow things unrelated to 
my life. 


The inside of the church was deep, and there was an altar 
in the innermost part of the church. The altar was decorated 
with a large scale, and the symbol of the Ar Xia church, the 
third eye, was drawn on the tiles of the wall. | had almost 
nothing to do with religion in my previous life so it felt 
bizarre, and | couldn’t help but squint. Or, maybe, it’s simply 
because the light coming down from the stained glass was 
just too dazzling for me. Under the stained glass, priest Faris 
was waiting for me, with sword and staff in hand, at the 
altar. 

White cloth fluttered at the edge of my vision. It was from 
the ceremonial robe that | was wearing. There were no 
decorations on it since it was made especially for this 
ceremony. It was tailored gorgeously, and the hem of my 
Skirt and veil were just long enough to drag on the ground. | 
put up with the weight while progressing to the altar. 

This ceremony was attended by very few people: the 
presiding priest, the person who would receive the blessing, 
the person’s guardian if they were a minor, and a non-family 
member as a witness. Those were the only people who 
needed to attend the ceremony. Thus, it was only the priest, 
Kamil, the Earl and me. A person needed to get rid of their 
sins to receive the blessing of God, so the sins of the person 
being blessed were judged in this ceremony. So it was more 
confidential compared to the other ceremonies. 

The state religion of Arxia is the Ar Xia church. The 
religion of the church is called Xia’s teachings, and they 
dealt with a lot of things. A millennium ago, St. Ahar 
founded the Ar Xia Holy Kingdom, creating the Xia religion’s 
largest sect, the Ar Xia church. Since St. Ahar was a direct 
descendant of the Xia church founder, the shrine maiden 
Xia Fema, they were often called the Orthodox Church. 

Common between all the Xia sects were the concepts of 
sin, judgement and law. 

In all the Xia sects, the ‘Sacred Code’, a book of holy 
words left behind by the founder, Xia Fema, was treated as 


the holy scriptures of the church. This book contains an 
advanced law system that is still being used today and is 
important to the Xia church, as it maintains order in society, 
and gives life a reason. 

| reached the altar and kowtowed myself at the priest’s 
feet, then he tapped me on my shoulders. 

“Il shall begin the ceremony of blessing now. Daughter of 
Ouwe, Eliza, raise your face and know your sins.” 

| raised my face according to Faris’s instructions. The left 
dish of the scales on the altar indicated sins, and the right 
represented virtues. It was customary for nobles with fiefs, 
they put the ‘Sacred Code’ on the left side, and grains on 
the right. 

... Therefore, when | was what was actually there, | 
stopped breathing for a moment. 

On top of the roll of parchment, in the left dish, was a 
poisonous leaf that | knew well. 

On top of the bundle of golden wheat in the right dish 
was another poisonous leaf for some reason. There was also 
a tiny, withered wild-flower there as well, as if it were hiding 
in the leaf’s shadow. 

That’s... Why is that here...? | felt shocked as if | had just 
been hit on the head. My heart was beating so hard it was 
painful. My throat cramped, and | forgot to breathe. 

Priest Faris smiled like the Holy Mother as he looked 
directly at the agitated me. Then, he turned back to the 
scales and dropped stones onto the plates as if he was 
playing a game. The scales shook with a clash, and the sight 
of Radka shaking behind the prison bars flashed through my 
head. 

My mouth flapped open and closed. Words | didn’t 
understand rose in my throat, but none of them made it out 
since they were stuck at the back of my throat. 

“... Hmm. The scales are tilted to the right. This makes up 
for your sins. Therefore, confronting your own sins shall be 
your punishment.” 


My brain felt completely numb, and Faris’s voice swirled 
dully around. Earl Thelesia softly tapped me on my back as | 
stared at the scales in a daze, and | could finally squeeze 
out the breath that had been stuck at the back of my throat. 

The poisonous leaf that was placed on both plates. It’s 
bright green colour attracted my gaze. 

Since when did they know? Why do they know? Was it 
Earl Thelesia who knew? Or did priest Faris find out 
somehow? My body trembled at the fact that somebody 
already knew about my grave sin. As if my heart was being 
filled with ice water, my head went dull, and my hands and 
feet felt chilly. 

“Never forget your sins. 
receive Misorua’s blessings.” 

Faris’s bright red lips curved up. Then, he pointed beyond 
the scales. 

“Look, Kaldia’s daughter. You pitiful child full of wounds. 
You need to look at yourself first before facing God.” 

There was a full-length mirror there. In the reflection was 
a cruel-looking Eliza Kaldia, and her blood-red eyes stared 
back at me. 

My body felt paralysed. My heart was almost crushed by 
the priest when he called me Kaldia’s daughter. 

| couldn’t take my eyes off the mirror. | knew it was a 
virtual image, but | felt like my smile was going to warp into 
madness the moment | stopped looking. The priest 
appeared behind me in the mirror and smiled cheerfully as 
they pulled the veil from my head. 

“nh” 

Finally, | froze. It was an illusion. 

The me reflected in the mirror looked more like my father 
than ‘Eliza’. My straight hair that went straight down my 
back without curling, and my face that had no make-up on. 
It was as if my father was right there. 





Now then, you shall 


In the next moment, someone lifted me up, and | was 
floating in the air. “What...” | met Earl Thelesia’s eyes when 
| started talking. | was certainly reflected in his quiet eyes 
and was able to swallow down the words that had gradually 
risen to my mouth. 

“This is the end of the ceremony. The young child is 
surely tired from this ceremony. Let her rest well.” 

From behind, Faris’s voice intertwined with their laughter 
and seemed as if it was chasing my back. | felt an uncanny 
sense of fear, and even though | knew it was shameful, | 
clung to someone’s neck. 

The left dish of the scales represented my ‘sins’. The roll 
of parchment listed the names of the 138 people who had 
died in this fief after | was born, and was managed by Earl 
Thelesia. And, that poisonous leaf. The people who | 
had let die, and murdering my family with my own hands. | 
fully understand that those are my sins. But do they want to 
make those sins flicker before my eyes now? Now that | 
have started my education to become a feudal lord of this 
fief? What for? 

| clung my shivering body tightly onto the neck to the 
point of pain. My fingertips were white, and the place where 
my nail peeled off yesterday were sore and oozing with 
blood. 

“Tsar, calm down.” 

Kamil gently stroked my back as if he could see right 
through me. | loosened my grip on him. Then, | finally 
noticed that it was Kamil who was holding me. 

“Kamil?” 

“Yup, that’s right. I’m sorry for picking you up. But | 
couldn’t take it anymore.” 

He spoke with a kind voice as he stroked my back ina 
constant rhyme. However, my body was still stiff, and my 
hands were still opened. 

“| don’t know what your sins are, but I’ve ascertained 
that they’ve been forgiven and that you’ve properly 





received the blessings. Come on, take a deep breath. There, 
there.” 

Kamil swayed gently as he comforted me. This gave me 
some relief, but the bitter taste in my mouth grew stronger. 
He was simply protecting me because | was a child, and | 
didn’t feel like he was a terrible guy, after all, when he 
spoiled me like this. 

Even though my sins are unforgivable. 

That priest has said that ‘this makes up for my sins’. The 
church is in charge of the justice system in this kingdom, 
meaning my crime would not be punished in the future. 
However, there wasn’t anything on the scale that concluded 
that my sins are over, but there was a book on etiquette. 
The atonement for my sins isn’t over yet. 

| clenched my teeth so hard that my molars felt as if they 
were going to start ringing, so | relaxed. | took deep breaths 
every time Kamil patted my back and switch my thoughts. 

... Everything is my responsibility, and the crime that | 
have committed is now known. Was it that unsettling, Eliza 
Kaldia? No matter how | try to change my appearance, my 
sins still remain, and | am still Eliza Kaldia. | look like my 
father? Of course | do. Most of the blood running through my 
veins belong to my father. 

| scolded myself and calmly went over everything that 
frightened me. Different from the icy cold feeling | had felt 
during the ceremony, my blood felt as if it was boiling as it 
mysteriously cooled my brain and body. 

It doesn’t matter who the priest is. The problem is 
whether or not the priest intends to do something against 
me. | don’t care if everything about me is exposed. | just 
need to know how the priest found out about this and what 
they intend to do. 

“Kamil, let me down.” 

My voice sounded cold. Kamil suddenly stopped his 
movements as he was just about to enter the Golden Hill 
Mansion. 


“... Tsar?” 

“Let me down. | can walk by myself.” 

| looked straight back at the suspicious Kamil, and he 
slowly let me down as if he was flinching from me. 

“Thank you. I’m sorry for showing you an ungraceful 
appearance.” 

| looked up at Kamil who had opened his eyes wide and 
gone silent. Two cold red eyes that looked like blood 
reflected in his brilliant amber eyes. 


Part 2 


| suddenly woke up in bed and got up. 

The water clock indicated that it was midnight. | have no 
recollections of having changed into my pyjamas. Did | fall 
asleep from fatigue after the ceremony? There was a silver 
water pitcher and a plate of fruits on the side table next to 
my bed. | drank the water and took my feet out from the 
sheets. The floor was covered in carpet, but | can feel the 
cold transmitting from my toes. The temperature dropped at 
night in spring. 

| put on a coat and left my room. | headed to the 
dungeon. | don’t even know why | was going there. 

The chilly stone prison was just like a coffin. When my 
father was alive, this was just a place for the dead. All the 
more reason to destroy this dungeon; a calm and 
destructive urge rose to my head. This overly large dungeon 
wasn’t normally needed, and it might be better to get rid of 
it; | calmly reasoned to support my urge. It was only packed 
with distasteful toys left by my father, and half of them 
couldn't be sold anyway. 

Radka was sleeping at the back of the same prison cell as 
yesterday and was wrapped in a thick, but old, blanket. How 


carefree even though he might die tomorrow or the day 
after. After thinking so, | was finally able to smile a little. 

“Whenever | face you, | always become overly prideful.” 

| acted oppressive against a child who had his freedom 
taken away from him, but | become frightened and can only 
escape with my tail between my legs when an adult found 
out my secret. My foolishness made me angry. My smile 
suddenly changed into a sneer. | pressed my palm against 
the cold iron bars which hurt, and listened to the sounds of 
the child sleeping for a while. 

The poisonous leaf had been placed on both the 
left and right scales. On the same level as the sin of killing 
my entire family, having removed my wicked family was 
also recognised as a virtue. It was pitiful that even my older 
brother, who was 11 years older than me, and my sister 
were wanted dead by everyone. It was also pitiful that I, 
who had turned half their age, was also wanted dead in the 
same way... Although | thought of myself in scorn, | didn’t 
feel that way. 

Then, | recalled the withered flower that was hidden on 
the scale. There were also horrible priests who picked up 
flowers offered to graves. How did they find out? There 
shouldn’t have been any clues except for that they were 
poisoned. 

How rude to have toyed with my emotions like that. | was 
upset because such important evidence was placed in front 
of me. What are the intentions of the priest Faris who toyed 
with my mind, and the Earl who had allowed this to happen? 
The cold and dark dungeon cooled my mind. They informed 
me that other people knew of my crime, and made sure that 
| had no way of escaping from atonement... Is that the will 
of God? 

| thought over the events at the church again in detail. 
Thinking about it now, | shouldn’t have been so emotional. | 
felt angry, embarrassed and disappointed at how distraught 
I'd been. Earl Thelesia must have been disappointed by how 





| was acting. Having the list of the deceased that he held 
there on the scales was proof that he was condemning me. 
When | thought about that, my shoulders dropped in shame. 

“Argh...” 

The child suddenly groaned, and my shoulders jumped. It 
didn’t seem like he was going to wake up. 

“I'll kill you... nobles...” 

He dangerously proclaimed in his sleep before going 
quiet again. What kind of nightmare was he having? His 
voice was full of hatred and resentment, even though he 
was sleeping. 

The stones which were added to both plates at the end of 
the ceremony. I’m sure that was representing what had 
happened with Radka. “I'll kill you,” his shout resounded at 
the back of my ears. That alone made me feel cold as if my 
heart had been frozen. 

“Unfortunately, | can’t be killed by anyone. | was allowed 
to live. That’s why | have to live.” 

| grumbled and bit down on my lips until it hurt. 


“I’ve found you. So, you were here.” 

A voice suddenly spoke to me from behind, and | tensed 
up from the shock. | reflexively reached for the sword on my 
waist, but rethought and grasped my hand. The voice just 
now, Kamil? | looked at the dark entrance, and the dim light 
provided by the candles showed me who | had expected to 
see, 

“You know, Tsar. Such a childish thing like sneaking out of 
your room at this time of the night, shouldn’t you have 
started doing that at a younger age? It’s suspicious to do 
something that’s appropriate for your age now.” 

His tone was gentle, contrary to his words. | felt as if my 
wish of wanting to warm up my cold heart was apparent on 
my face... That made my heart more obstinate. 

“... ’m definitely a child.” 


| spat out mockingly, but this didn’t seem to have ruined 
Kamil’s mood, and he shook his head softly and denied it. 

“You know, normal children cry, laugh and run around 
more. They don’t keep silent, assume things in their mind, 
behave themselves or suppress their emotions.” 

Kamil shrugged in amazement as he joked around. Then, 
he approached me. Is he going to take me back to my 
room? | instinctively gripped the iron bars tightly. | still want 
to think more here. But contrary to my expectations, Kamil 
stopped in front of me and hung something over my 
shoulders. It was the slightly heaven woollen cloak that | 
used a lot during winter. The piercing cold air that | couldn’t 
guard against with just my clothes disappeared as soon as | 
wore the cloak. 

“I'll wait outside if I’m bothering you.” 

Kamil suddenly laughed. Why did the back of my throat 
suddenly twitch painfully at that? 

“... It’s alright. Won’t you stay with me for a bit if you 
can?” 

The words that | had squeezed out from my throat was 
strangely faint and soft. 

“Alright. I'll listen if you want to talk.” 

“...|-don’t.” 

“If you don’t, then you don’t have to say it. Since you 
don’t ask me anything either, Tsar.” 

Kamil laughed as if a sigh was going to escape from his 
lios. He sounded happy, and | remembered something when 
he pointed that out. Is he talking about the cold and perfect 
smile he had when we first met? ‘If you’re feeling anxious, 
then why don’t you kill him?’ Or the radical remark that he 
had uttered as he pointed at the tiny Rashiok. Or perhaps, 
he was referring to his sword skills when he had stabbed the 
Lisol, and | overlooked his lie. 

| sighed and relaxed. 

“You didn’t want to be asked, right? There’ll be no end to 
it if | go out of my way to expose every little thing that 


people want to hide.” 

“Yup. That’s what | like about you, Tsar.” 

He chirped, and | had trouble breathing for a moment. | 
thought | would never hear the word ‘like’ in my whole life. | 
am someone to be hated, not liked. 

“... Ah, that’s right.” 

| suddenly felt as if my vision had become darker. Was 
that a hallucination induced by my own feelings? The back 
of my chest felt restless, and my head grew colder. 

What did | misunderstand? I’m someone who is hated, | 
misunderstood and thought people liked me; the fief 
soldiers, Kamil... and the Earl. No matter what | do, or how | 
appear in their eyes, I’m a sinner, and it was correct for 
them to hate and scorn at me. 

“I'll have you listen to something this time. It’s about... 
my sister.” 

| said because | thought it was fine to show him one of 
my taints. My heart once again filled with the cold feeling 
from before; it was the same feeling that | felt on that winter 
day; the feeling of recklessness, and despair. 

Kamil and | are together often, but we’ve never revealed 
ourselves in detail. What kind of life did we live before we 
met? Who did we spend time with? How did we think? | 
don’t Know about Kamil, but | have no intention of my 
revealing my past, which was stained with sin. 

But just one. Why don’t | tell him about this one thing? If 
anything, this thought wasn’t hope, but self-destruction. | 
am telling him with the intention of exposing my dirty side 
to him, to push him away and destroying this relationship. 

“About your sister?” 

Kamil suddenly blinked. | can see the hesitation on his 
face. I’m sure he understood my intentions and was ata 
loss about whether to listen or not. 

“To the public, | only had one sister. But | had a sister who 
was 13 years older than me.” 

| selfishly began to talk regardless of his hesitation. 


“My sister’s name was Elizawelte. My young father and 
mother indulged themselves in sex during their 
engagement.” 

“Hmm... Well, it does happen.” 

“Then, how what about that girl being raped by her father 
and giving birth to a baby girl? Does that also happen?” 

| sneered. | felt Kamil pull back from behind. 

Oss 

“That’s right. I’m talking about my biological mother.” 

| spat out. My dirty background. 

“It’s no wonder the people hate me, right? Most of my 
blood belongs to my father. It’s also obvious that | would 
resemble him. | heard that Elizawelte also looked like a copy 
of my father.” 

With that, | couldn’t speak anymore. Before | knew it, | 
had put too much strength into gripping the iron bars, and 
my fingers lost all blood and became pale. | shivered since | 
was going numb from the cold. The finger which my nail 
peeled from swelled and my flesh was exposed. 

Kamil remained silent even though | had finished talking. 
He breathed several times and tried to speak many times, 
but in the end, he sighed and vanished from the dungeon. 

He could have just said it clearly, ‘Fucking filthy origin’. 

Even if | hadn’t killed my family, and the citizens hadn’t 
been killed in that year, | was an existence that should 
naturally be avoided. 

How much time had passed until Kamil timidly 
touched my back as | looked down? 

Kamil’s hand, which was gently comforting my back, was 
cold and trembling. 

He didn’t hurl abuse at me, nor did he comfort me. 
Nothing came out of his mouth until the end. 





Chapter 6 


A few people from Cyril Village were punished for an 
orphan throwing stones at Viscount Kaldia and making her 
fall off her horse. The perpetrator, the child, was put into a 
jute bag and thrown into the river, the person who 
employed the child, the person who let the child live with 
them, and those related to those two, were whipped in front 
of the village. Shortly after my birthday celebrations ended, 
this story gradually spread to the royal capital. 

Kaldia fief is in the outer area without any particular 
features. However, the scandal caused by the previous lord 
Ouwe Kaldia and his family’s atrocities, the family’s death 
caused by poisoning, and Earl Thelesia becoming the 
guardian of the only surviving daughter, were some of the 
most significant events to be gossiped about by the nobles 
in the past thirty years, and the gossipy nobles with too 
much free time in the royal capital have all their attention 
on Kaldia fief. 

e and that seems to be the current overview of 
Kaldia fief in the royal capital.” 

“Thanks for your hard work, Kamil. | had expected that, 
but for them to even know about the orphan incident means 
that the House of Lords is becoming increasingly interested 
in Kaldia fief. Just thinking about it makes me feel 
depressed.” 

The other day, Kamil went to the royal capital for the first 
time as Earl Thelesia’s attendant when the Earl had to 
attend a meeting at the House of Lords. Children with 
peerage can participate in the sessions at the House of 
Lords from the age of six. Which means the Earl was finally 
going to take me to the royal capital. 





The House of Lords is the government agency to which all 
Arxian nobility with peerage belong. It’s the highest 
governing body, below the King, and performs a variety of 
non-judicial matters, including administration, military 
decisions, and personnel affairs. 

It’s not important, but there are few places for Arxian 
nobles to socialise, probably because of the existence of the 
House of Lords. It’s merely a place for nobles to have fun 
and show off their powers, since it doesn’t function as a 
place for governing. Religious groups such as the church, 
which hold values of being content with honest poverty, 
shun the House of Lords, so they hold a social season in 
summer. 

... The last day of my birthday celebration might be one 
of the few times nobles can socialise with each other. It 
wasn’t a big deal, but we invited nobles from the 
neighbouring fiefs and had a simple buffet party. | still 
hadn’t recovered from the previous day, so | withdrew early 
after my greetings. 

“You're pretty delicate, Tsar. And yet, you’re good at 
putting up a front.” 

| ignored Kamil, who was teasing me in a friendly tone. 

“...1’m sorry, did | upset you?” 

“If you think you did, then how about you shut up?” 

Kamil flinched when | spoke with sarcasm. A chilly feeling 
remained at the back of my chest ever since the night of 
that incident. 

| stopped thinking about that incident, summarised what | 
had heard onto the paper, put it on top of the pile of 
documents and got off my chair. | slowly crawled into bed 
where Rashiok’s stomach was, and felt his smooth scales 
against my cheeks as | breathed. Recently, I’ve been feeling 
tired of a lot of things because of the sway of my emotions. 

Rashiok snorted in annoyance as | had disturbed his nap, 
but he still stretched out his wing and covered my body. 
Before | realised it, his wings had become wide enough to 


completely cover my small body. He could still fit into my 
arms when he had first come to this mansion, but the 
growth of beasts is swift. 

“.. Sar, are you sleeping?” 

Kamil timidly asked in a quiet voice. | felt so guilty that it 
made my heartache and | was annoyed at my previous 
attitude. 

“No, I’m just going to lie down for a bit. I’ll go see how 
Elise is doing before noon.” 

“Oh... The Ojou-samasj{], huh.” 

Kamil looked relieved that | was speaking softer than 
before, and | felt relieved to see that. 





The residents of the Golden Hill Mansion quietly 
changed immediately after my birthday celebrations. 

My nanny had finished her role since | turned six, so she 
left the mansion, in exchange, several girls were welcomed 
in as my playmates. However, two of the girls ‘came here to 
recuperate since they are sickly’. That’s what 
happened. 

“How's the food, Elise?” 


a“ ” 





| greeted a child, who was crouched at the corner of the 
bed, in one of the innermost rooms of the mansion. 
Although she was receiving good care every day, there was 
still something wild about her black hair, and her black 
pupils glared at me. She didn’t seem to like the gloves 
which covered her fingertips and the dress that she was 
wearing. 

“Nathan, the cook, will be worried if you don’t eat, since 
he went to the trouble of making it for you himself. You'll die 
and won't be able to strangle me to death if you don’t eat 
your food, ‘Elise’.” 

A heavy metallic sound echoed behind me as if it was 
drowning out my mocking voice. The chain that connected 
the child around the room so that she could move were 


shackles. From behind me, Kamil softly placed his hand on 
my shoulder and held me back with hesitation. The small 
child was trembling with anger on the bed in the dim room. 

A dark emotion dominated my head. | had the most 
disgusting desire to leave a wound in this weak child’s 
heart. After all, | am ‘Eliza Kaldia’, that man’s daughter. | 
wonder if | can fix my dirty insides. 

“... Shut up. Besides, I’m not called Elise, I’m Radka.” 
“No, you're not. The orphan from Cyril Village named 
Radka has been executed. You’re Elise Celustka, a girl who 
was Called to the Golden Hill Mansion to be my playmate.” 

“I’m not! ... I'll kill you someday!” 

This time, her chains jingled loudly. | sneered at her 
vigorous scream. ‘You're going too far’, Kamil indicated by 
squeezing my shoulder firmly. 

“You, you’re just a coward who couldn’t even kill me in 
the end!” 

“Well, | have no idea what you're talking about. You came 
all the way to this mansion to be a playmate of mine, so 
why would | kill you?” 

She threw a pillow at me in anger. However, it had little 
momentum since it was filled with light feathers, and fell 
silently to the floor before it even reached me. 

“Let’s ask Nathan to prepare something easier to 
consume. You won’t do anything unreasonable since you 
can’t even get off the bed, ‘Elise’.” 

“Shut up!” 

| ignored her screams which sounded as if a blood vessel 
in her head would burst, and left the dim room. | wonder if it 
ended with cheap provocation because Kamil stopped me 
with his hand. I’m glad it ended without words that can’t be 
undone, but | also thought that | had said too much. 

Next, | brushed off Kamil’s hand, which was on my 
shoulder because | didn’t know how long he was going to 
keep it there. But, his hand won’t leave my shoulder. | 


looked up at him to see what was going on, and he 
hesitantly opened his mouth. 

“Umm, Tsar. Why did you bother to keep her by your 
side?” 

“I’m not. I’m keeping her alive because her red eyes can 
be useful.” 

“... She might kill you while you’re sleeping.” 

When he said that, a dangerous glint flashed within his 
eyes, and I’ve seen it before. It was an inhuman glint, and 
yet it swayed threateningly. His expression was cold, and his 
emotions cut off. 

“| won’t keep her that close to me.” 

Again. My head felt like it was going to freeze. Kamil 
opened his eyes wide in surprise. The cruel emotion of icy 
rejection and warped pleasure were drawn out because of 
Kamil’s expression, and | became afraid of myself so | 
drowned it out right away. 

“... 'll say it many times, I’m only keeping her alive 
because her red eyes can be useful. | can use her in many 
ways as a tool and not as a trusty subordinate.” 

| lied since it seemed like | would get flustered. Kamil 
sighed lightly and smiled. His eyes were incredibly calm but 
shone with a light that | didn’t recognise. What is that 
emotion called? I’m sure | knew what it was in my previous 
life, but | don’t know what it is now. 

“You're really awkward, aren’t you Tsar? | don’t think you 
need to tell me that kind of excuse.” 

It was my turn to have a cold expression. The wind 
outside was strong, and | could hear the new leaves rustling 
from afar. 

“Then, | let her live because | couldn’t kill her. | placed 
her beside me because | want her to acknowledge me. Are 
you Satisfied now, Kamil?” 

Silence enveloped the corridor. Kamil’s hand dropped 
from my shoulder, and | saw him clench his fist tightly. | 
didn’t want to keep looking at him like that, so | closed my 


eyelids. Is he disappointed in me now? He can think 
whatever he wants of me, a reckless emotion swirled from 
within me. Recently, I’ve been feeling desperate towards 
Kamil. 

| wasn’t just going to this ‘Elise’s’ room. It was awkward 
to stop here in this silence, so | took a step, and something 
heavy landed on top of my head. It ruffled my hair, and | 
realised that it was Kamil’s hand. 

| finally recalled what the emotion in Kamil’s eyes was as 
he comforted me with his hand; that was pity. Kamil pitied 
me. However, his eyes also had a mix of respect and love. 

Why did he look at me with those emotions? | have no 
idea. It felt disgusting because | had no idea, so | brushed 
Kamil’s hand away again. 

“We're going to the other ‘Elise’s’ room as well.” 

“... Alright, | got it.” 


As | was about to open the door, | heard coughing from 
the other side. Cough, cough, it was a dry cough 
accompanied by wheezing, and | also heard a woman 
whispering inside. | didn’t enter rudely like | had at the 
innermost room of the mansion. | knocked on the door twice 
first, then heard a voice from within, “Please come in.” 

“Hello. How are you feeling today ‘Elise’-dono?” 

The other ‘Elise’s’ room was really different. It was bright 
and airy, but the sounds of the coughing continued. The 
coughing came from a girl who was sitting on the bed. A tall 
maid stroked the girl’s back as she looked this way. 

“Eliza-sama.” 

“Hello, Maya. How is Elise-dono feeling today?” 

“She’s gotten a little better after coming to this 
mansion.” 

In the meantime, the girl’s coughing gradually stopped, 
and she slowly began to breathe again. Maya, the maid, tied 
up the girl’s messy, yet lustrous brown hair and the girl 


finally raised her face. She had a gentle smile on her face, 
utterly different from the bitter expression | had seen earlier. 

“My apologies, Eliza-sama.” 

“No, it’s fine.” 

Her name is Elise Sherstorck, and she is the niece of the 
Stadel feudal lord to the north of Kaldia fief. 

Although Viscount Stadel and | only greeted each other at 
my birthday celebration, he took a liking to the warmer 
climate in Kaldia fief and asked if his sickly niece could 
come here to recuperate her sickly body. Elise’s father, 
Baron Sherstorck had land usage rights in Kaldia fief along 
the borderline, so he agreed to sell those back to us in 
exchange for taking care of his daughter. 

Stadel fief was a small territory at the foot of Amon Nohl, 
and it was only known as an excellent place to avoid the 
heat during the summer. That aspect of Stadel fief was the 
same as Kaldia fief, but there was a vast difference in 
temperature. Viscount Stadel and Baron Sherstorck have 
been looking for a warm location for Elise to recuperate in 
for many years, and they came to consult with Earl Thelesia 
since he was governing Kaldia fief right now. 

There was no reason to refuse, since my father caused 
this fief to be isolated in all directions, and the offer of 
letting the other ‘Elise’ stay in the mansion was like a 
godsend. 

“If you have any problems, then please don’t hesitate to 
let me know immediately.” 

“Everyone in this mansion treats me really well, so | have 
fun every day.” 

“I’m glad to hear that.” 

Her voice was thin due to her asthma, but Elise spoke 
gently, so | smiled back at her. We talked about trivial things 
such as the flowers Maya received from the gardener this 
morning, then | left the room. She can’t speak for long, so | 
couldn’t stay for too long. 

“Tsar.” 


“Sorry for making you wait... What’s wrong, Kamil?” 

Kamil, who had waited in the corridor without going into 
the room, had a strained expression on his face. He 
beckoned me silently with his hand, and we headed towards 
the feudal lord’s office. 

After making sure that we were far from Elise’s room, | 
asked him what was wrong again. He continued waiting 
while briefly explaining the situation to me. 

“It seems that a lot of refugees have reached Jugfena 
Fortress.” 

“The farmers with the Sill tribe?” 

“The House of Lords sent a pigeon for an emergency 
summons. Not just for the Earl, but you as well, Tsar.” 

... Me too? Earl Thelesia had all the rights to govern as 
the feudal lord, so is the topic about how to handle the 
refugees since they summoned me as well? The Earl’s plans 
are finally being realised, but it seems like it’s nearly time to 
take action. 


Earl Thelesia was busy putting away some documents 
inside of the office, and his secretary, Bellway, was also 
doing the same task with a serious expression on his face. 
He had several blank papers on the desk, and there were 
several red pigeons perched on the window, probably for 
emergency communications. 

Red pigeons have innate homing abilities and were 
known for the vivid red feathers, and were the best species 
to use as Carrier pigeons. Typically, white pigeons were used 
for communication, so | can tell at a glance that this was a 
state of emergency. By the way, these birds were called 
pigeons, but they were actually twice the size of pigeons in 
my previous world. The window frame didn’t have enough 
room for them to perch on, so there were several smaller 
ones perched on the floor too. 

“You're here.” 


“Yes. I’ve heard that the House of Lords has summoned 
us due to the mass influx of refugees.” 

“Yeah. They’re farmers who cooperated with the Sill tribe. 
The Sill tribe, themselves, aren’t that close to our borders 
just yet. That’s good news. The House of Lord’s meeting is 
also in four days. We don’t need to rush yet.” 

Earl Thelesia quickly tied pieces of parchment to the 
pigeon’s legs and sent them off as he said that. | 
spontaneously looked at Kamil since his words and actions 
contradicted each other. 

“Then, what’s with this situation?” 

“Unfortunately, Viscount Galbaeto has passed away. He 
was unmarried.” 

“Eh,” a sound of surprise escaped from my throat. 

Viscount Galbaeto’s fief was south of Kaldia and was 
located between Kaldia and Margrave Junas’s fief. He was 
quite young and had just graduated recently. | didn’t hear 
that he was sickly. He even came to my birthday 
celebrations the other day and greeted me. Without minding 
that | was speechless from the sudden turn of events, Earl 
Thelesia continued speaking. 

“The only person with inheritance rights to Galbaeto fief 
is Margrave Junas. His legitimate son has a high-ranking 
position in the royal palace, and so does his other son. Now 
then Eliza, what do you think will happen to Galbaeto and 
Kaldia fief?” 

| blinked at his sudden question. | know that only 
Margrave Junas had the inheritance rights to Galbaeto 
because the Galbaeto House was originally from the Junas 
House, and Margrave Junas was Viscount Galbaeto’s father. 
A daughter of the Galbaeto House was Margrave Junas’s 
second wife, and their child was adopted into the Galbaeo 
House and took their name. His mother, the previous feudal 
lord, and his wife were already deceased. 

“Does that mean that the Galbaeto fief will be 
incorporated into the Junas fief? If that happens, then Kaldia 


fief will be isolated from the Jugfena royal domain and the 
Junas fief.” 

“That’s correct.” 

Earl Thelesia nodded, and his eyes indicated for me to 
continue. 

“... We'll be the crucial link in the supply chain against 
Rindarl.” 

“That’s right. That’s why we need to obtain the Sill tribe.” 

Both the Earl and | welcomed the refugees. The Sill tribe 
were excellent equestrians, and Kaldia fief wanted them no 
matter what, since we were beginning to organise cavalry 
troops. In particular, this poor military couldn’t provide 
supply to the kingdom's greatest line of defence. We 
needed talented personnel no matter what. 

| want to manage the population problem and make their 
lives easier, even without that. The labour shortage is 
getting worse day by day. | even want all the farmers. 

It would pile up no matter how many people we can get, 
and we won't be able to maintain the previous policies. Like 
the Earl said, we needed to take in all the refugees, and get 
as much support as we can from the national treasury. 

“... Is there anything | can do?” 

“Of course. We need to make preparations if we’re taking 
in refugees. And no matter what they do, the Sill tribe and 
Densel soldiers will be coming here. Kaldia can’t remain 
uninvolved.” 

| nodded at the Earl’s words, and Bellway suddenly put a 
desk with a large number of documents by the wall. | didn’t 
even have time to be afraid of a large number of documents 
as Bellway folded his arms and smiled like always. 

“Now then, Eliza-sama, please go over these documents. 
They’re cooperation contracts with the neighbouring fiefs. It 
would be a great help if you find and jot down everything 
related to defence cooperation with each fief onto the 
parchment sheets here.” 

“Alright.” 


| saw Kamil holding a large pile of documents as soon as | 
sat down on the chair. It was a rather pressing situation 
since both Kamil and | were working on this. | gulped since 
the conflict with the neighbouring country was rapidly 
becoming a reality. 


“... Oh yes. The cause of Viscount Galbaeto’s death was 
assassination.” 

Earl Thelesia suddenly said when the sun started setting. 

| looked up from the desk in surprise. The red rays of 
sunlight coming in from the window became a backlight, 
and | couldn’t read the Earl’s expression. 

“AsSassination...” 

| opened my mouth dumbly and repeated in surprise. | 
heard a small sound and turned towards it. Kamil had 
dropped his pen. Is Kamil also shocked to hear the word 
‘assassination’ even though he’s usually aloof from the 
world? His side profile which | could see from behind his 
bangs was white as paper. 

“Did someone have a grudge against him?” 

Bellway frowned and asked. The Earl raised an eyebrow 
and shook his head. 

“There are many reasons to kill someone even if you 
don’t have a grudge against them. Nobles are those close to 
death. Their lives are treated as profits, and are lighter than 
the lives of the citizens.” 

He declared; his voice deep with emotions. 

“You have to be careful too.” 

He added sleekly before dropping his gaze back down 
onto the documents. 

... [don’t need to be careful. I’m Someone who had 
assassinated her family. | remembered the ceremony that 
was conducted at my birthday celebrations, and a bitter 
feeling like poison filled the back of my heart. 


Chapter 7 


Part 1 


The conference hall was huge, and it had several 
elaborate golden chandeliers dangling from the ceiling. If 
one were to remove the high-class desks where everyone 
was gathered, then this hall would make an excellent place 
for dancing. 

The House of Lords is located in one of the royal palace, 
the Alectoria Castle, and | was standing with my mouth wide 
agape at seeing how high the ceilings were. There were 
stained glass windows with religious drawings and silver 
frames, giving the sunlight various colours as they hit the 
hall. This castle was only used for political matters, so a lot 
of nobles, other than the royal family, used this castle a lot, 
and even the conference hall was gorgeous. 

















“Is it unusual?” 

“Well, yes.” 

Earl Thelesia’s voice sounded from beside me and 
brought me back to my senses. We’re not here for 
sightseeing, | quickly refocused myself. 

“Marquis Rettalgau has arrived. It will begin soon.” 

The Earl pointed at the innermost desk with his chin. On 
the most esteemed seat was an old man who resembled 
Earl Thelesia so much that their differences couldn’t be 
understood with a glance. It’s normal for them to resemble 
each other; Marquis Rettalgau is Earl Thelesia’s older 
brother and the head of the Thelesia House. | was 
introduced to him during my birthday celebrations, but | was 
SO Surprised at that time that | thought my heart was going 
to pop out of my mouth. After all, Marquis Rettalgau is the 
Prime Minister of this kingdom. | knew that the Thelesia 
House was a mighty family in the royal capital, but | never 
imagined that the Earl was a direct relative of the family 
head. He did come to Kaldia fief, a remote area on the verge 
of destruction, after all. | thought he was a part of a branch 
family. 

On the table where Marquis Rettalgau was about to sit 
down was the commanding general, Marquis Lorenzorell, 
the highest-ranking noble, Archduke Dorvadine, and various 
economic ministers and priests, all the ‘Seniors of the House 
of Lords’, and prominent leading figures. Margrave Junas 
and the person in charge of Jugfena Fortress, Earl Einsbark, 
were among them. 

| wasn’t sure how nervous | was, but my palms were 
becoming damp with sweat. Even though | had known that it 
would happen, | had always felt it as a concept, and only 
now was reality rapidly setting in. It was like participating in 
congress in my previous world. So, it was impossible not to 
be nervous about this. 

The meeting hadn’t started yet, and the hall was filled 
with a quiet buzz. A lot of people were looking at me 


curiously as | sat covered by Earl Thelesia, and most of 
them seemed to be curious that there was a child at the 
House of Lords. | thought they would stare at me in 
disrespect, but they couldn’t take such a vulgar attitude at 
the House of Lords. 

The nobles finally quietened down, and the clanging 
sound of a bell was heard from the centre. It was like ocean 
waves had settled down and became a still sea. Perhaps 
because the stained glass was mostly blue, so that was why 
| recalled the sea when | saw this scene. 

They must have already decided on the official, because 
a man announced the start of today’s meeting from his 
centre seat, and stated the two agendas for the day. 

“The first item is with regards to the refugees from the 
former Artolas Kingdom that are under temporary protection 
in Jugfena royal fief, and what we should do with them. The 
second item is about going on military alert against the 
conflict between the Sill tribe and Densel Dukedom’s army. 
Senior Earl Einsbark, please inform everyone about the 
refugees who are currently under protection.” 

“ There are nearly 1200 Artolas farmers and Cellion 
residents under our protection at Jugfena Fortress. We’ve 
loaned them 100 tents to camp on the outer plains, and 
provided them with supplies from our reserves, but Jugfena 
Fortress doesn’t have enough food in our reserves to keep 
this up for long. We can probably hold out until autumn if 
the refugees don’t increase by that much, but according to 
the refugees, the women and children of the Sill tribe are on 
their way to Jugfena Fortress. We don’t know their numbers, 
but if another thousand people arrive, then our food 
stockpiles will be completely exhausted by summer. The 
people keep coming, and it’s already to the point where 
some have to sleep outside, exposed to the elements.” 

Earl Einsbark is a tall, sturdy build man in the prime of his 
life, and his deep voice resounded well throughout the 





entire hall, and even |, who was sitting at the back, could 
hear him clearly. 

“... That many people? As expected, we shouldn’t have 
offered them our protection, to begin with...” 

Someone in the conference room commented. After that, 
a commotion began in the hall. 

“No, they also believe in the same religion as us. We 
can’t abandon them.” 

“But, that was in the era of the Ar Xia Holy Kingdom! 
Arxia is no longer a coalition of small kingdoms dedicated to 
Misorua.” 

“When Zereulterziwizia converted to the Ar Xia church, 
weren't they recognised as independent fiefdoms?” 

“That was more than 50 years ago.” 

“While it was indeed from more than 50 years ago, Arxia 
Kingdom was established more than 600 years ago, and 
we’ve never forsaken those who believe in the same religion 
as us.” 

“But, we’ll create a breeding ground for future troubles 
with Rindarl if we intervene in Densel’s civil war.” 

Without looking around the conference hall which had 
heated up with debate at once, Earl Thelesia asked me 
quietly, “Do you understand?” | glanced at the arguing 
nobles and somewhat noticed the meaning behind his 
words. 

“It’s a dispute between the borders and the inner nobles, 
isn’t it?” 

The inner areas are fiefs that are located between the 
borders and are sandwiched between at least two other 
fiefs. 

“The nobles that live in the inner areas lack a sense of 
crisis. However, it won’t just be the border fiefs that are in 
danger when it comes to the issue with Rindarl.” 

Indeed, Jugfena and Junas, and their neighbouring fiefs, 
who would be affected first if war were to break out with the 


eastern kingdom, were silent, and we were probably 
included in that as well. 

“The people who say the word ‘Rindarl’ are mainly the 
northern feudal lords.” 

They were people who had fiefs along the northern sea. 
They had pale skin and were saying that they didn’t want to 
provoke Rindarl with bitter faces. 

“Without having to cross Bandishia Plateau, it’s easier for 
Rindarl to cross Amon Nohl which is directly in front of them, 
since it isn’t that steep. If they set their troops in Lemesh, 
then they can cross the mountains by land and invade us by 
sea. Densel isn’t Known for their ships, but Parmigran is 
known for its sea trade with their southern neighbours.” 

“Does that mean that there’s no way to guard against 
Rindarl?” 

“There’s also the matter of them lining their pockets in 
the name of defence.” 

Earl Thelesia added, and | agreed with him, “I see.” | 
finally understand the relations between the eastern Arxian 
nobles with this. 

The feudal lords of the smaller fiefs which surround the 
royal capital, also called the inner areas, and they don’t 
possess a decent army; they also lack a sense of crisis. They 
were former priest nobles who received a portion of the 
inner area. They have plenty of money and believe that 
others only think that money would be shifted if we accept 
refugees. Some may believe that the kingdom might be 
revitalised if war were to take place. Unlike the royal capital, 
where people gather, and the remote fiefs, which border 
foreign countries, it was easier for the inner areas to 
become stagnated. Probably because of their lack of crisis, 
most of them insist on accepting the refugees. 

On the other hand, the northern fiefs, which face the sea, 
and the outer fiefs consider the influence of Rindarl uniting 
as their number one priority. They probably won’t become 
places which will accept refugees, and if their own fiefs 


become a battlefield, then they would need to invest all 
their surplus funds into naval defence; they hope that we 
would remain neutral against the problems in the east. So, 
of course, all of them rejected the refugees. The fiefs along 
Amon Nohl are also reluctant to accept refugees because 
they were aware that they were on the outer edge, even 
though their fiefs were natural fortresses. 

Jugfena royal fief, Junas fief and their neighbouring fiefs, 
who were at the vortex of this issue, were mostly silent, 
since they were going to follow the decision of the House of 
Lords. There were benefits and disadvantages to accepting 
the refugees, and they were the greatest at defence in 
Arxian, thus what they said held significant weight in the 
House of Lords, so they couldn’t speak up irresponsibly. 

The southern border feudal lords had to maintain a 
different line of defence, so this issue had the least impact 
on them. Therefore, most of them were acting indifferently 
as they watched the conference hall in silence. 

“To begin with, this is different from the time of 
Zereulterziwizia. The refugees have no land nor money, and 
they speak a different language. Even if we take them all in, 
which fief would accept them?!” 

One of the nobles got heated up by the debate and raised 
his voice in frustration. Everyone went silent at once. 

Oh, this seems like the best time. Earl Thelesia and | 
looked at each other, then he nodded quietly. 

| stopped my shoulders from trembling with nervousness 
and took a deep breath. 

“If you accept the refugees, then my fief can take them 
in.” 

The voice | had mustered up wasn’t that loud, but it 
resounded clearly throughout the silent conference hall. 

Everyone’s eyes were focused on me at once. My heart 
was beating so fast that it became painful. 

“... What did you say, Viscount Kaldia?” 


The first person to speak was Marquis Rettalgau. He 
didn’t hide his harsh tone. | managed to stop myself from 
flinching at his threatening attitude. 

“| said, we can accept the refugees into Kaldia if it’s 
necessary.” 

| said clearer than before. After all, it would be Kaldia who 
would most likely accept them. | had discussed with Earl 
Thelesia in advance about being able to draw out favourable 
conditions if | said we would take them first. 

“| don’t think that’s a very clever idea.” 

The first person to spat out that remark with a cynical 
sneer was Marquis Nordsterm, a central figure of the 
northern nobles. He had a slightly cruel smile on his face, 
and his comment also told me not to say anything 
unnecessary. The northern nobles don’t want to accept the 
refugees at all. 

“| only stated that my fief can accept them, not that it’s 
my idea. As you know, my fief had a serious shortage of 
human resources due to the disasters the previous feudal 
lord caused. If we can afford them, then | don’t mind if 
they’re not born and raised in Arxia.” 

| saw Margrave Junas quietly averting his gaze from the 
corner of my eyes. He secretly knew that Kaldia needed the 
refugees. 

“Even for an instant, what your father said...” 

“My father was the previous feudal lord, and he did evil 
things that made him inferior to beasts, but what does that 
have to do with this?” 

| heard stifled laughs in the conference hall, but | don’t 
know if it was because | had inflicted damage to myself with 
my words or if my retort was good. Marquis Nordsterm 
glared at me with eyes that could kill, but he didn’t say 
anything else. 

“... But how would Kaldia look after a thousand people 
when it’s small and poor? You also wouldn’t have enough 
stock. If you pour tea into a cup once then, it will spill if it’s 


not a very deep cup. If the heat from the tea breaks the cup, 
then it would be horrible to look at.” 

The next person to speak was Marquis Rettalgau. Some 
nobles took advantage of his relentless question. 


Part 2 


“I'll invest.” 

Earl Thelesia made a brief counterattack, but the Marquis 
shook his head slightly. It certainly was impossible to accept 
all the refugees with an Earl’s personal assets. The House of 
Lords got noisy again. It wasn’t looking good. Kaldia needed 
to have the image of being able to take in refugees, so | 
couldn’t argue anymore. 

“... It'll work out somehow if they don’t all come at once. 
If Kaldia promises that they will eventually take care of all 
the refugees, then we can temporarily house them at my 
fief.” 

Timely help slipped in at the last moment. It was 
Margrave Junas. He was willing to give me some support as 
long as his supply route doesn’t collapse someday. 

“Hmm,” Marquis Rettalgau agreed. His concerns were 
considerably lightened since | had the support of Junas, one 
of the kingdom’s most prominent fiefs. 

‘ We should go back to the main agenda.” 

“Y-yes. Then, Viscountess Kaldia has nominated herself as 
a candidate for accepting the refugees...” 

The Marquis said, and the hall became lively again. 

| took a deep breath. My whole body was exhausted 
because | was too tense. 

The inner nobles came up with more realistic ideas one 
after the other since they were probably not the ones who 
had to accept the refugees. 





The northern nobles complained about their concerns 
about Rindarl again, but they were forced to remain silent 
by the high priest who stated that it might cause a 
significant impact on in the kingdom if we stop accepting 
our brethren, who we have accepted since the founding of 
the kingdom. In the first place, Densel Dukedom is Arxia’s 
hypothetical enemy, so even if war does happen, it wouldn’t 
cause a big disturbance in Arxia. The border Earls each 
talked about their military preparations, and they also spoke 
about the south-eastern feudal lords’ military alert status 
and cooperation. 

“Well then, the Artolas refugees shall be moved to 
Margrave Junas’s fief in groups of 200, and Viscountess 
Kaldia’s fief in groups of 50 starting from next month. Food 
supplies will be provided by Henznite fief as well as the 
various feudal lords in the Ryunfeld region. Margrave Junas 
has offered up 20 simple tents, and Freche fief, Luctfeld fief 
and the Royal Army will lend more tents shall they be 
necessary. We’ll be counting on everyone.” 

In the end, other than the northern fiefs, most of the 
other fiefs agreed to give some kind of support for the 
refugees. On top of that, a large number of funds will be 
provided for us from the national treasury as well as the 
church. 

The south-eastern nobles, especially the inner nobles, will 
probably stimulate their own economies, and they looked 
rather cheerful, but in return, the northern nobles who had 
lost their right to speak were glaring at them resentfully. | 
hope that they won't have any ill feelings from this. 

“Did the House of Lords meeting go well, Liliza-dono?” 

“It’s Eliza, Claudia-dono...” 

Even though | was exhausted after returning from the 
House of Lords, the first voice that greeted me was so 
carefree, and the residue emotions in me were secretly 
carried off somewhere. Outside the door of Earl Thelesia’s 
townhouse where we were staying in the royal capital, this 


girl was spinning a spear. Her beautiful long golden hair 
Sparkled in the sunlight. She would always get my name 
wrong no matter how many times we spoke, even though | 
corrected her every time. Seeing the dazzling smile on her 
face from the side, | felt as if she was making a further 
attack on my tired body and mind. 

“I’m sorry. I’m just not good at remembering people’s 
names...” 

“Yes, | already know that.” 

“Uh, really? Anyhow, things went well at the House of 
Lords, right?” 

“Yes, well,” | answered somewhat sloppily, and she didn’t 
seem to mind. “That’s great!” She replied in an energetic 
voice that caused my mind to suffer more damage. 

This girl’s name is Claudia Lorenzorell, and she’s the 
daughter of the most prestigious military family in this 
kingdom. She’s staying in Kaldia as my playmate alongside 
Elise. Probably due to how she was raised, she’s unusually 
chivalrous for a woman and is a little smothering. To tell the 
truth, she was tiring to be around. However, she believes in 
fairness, and if she stopped fussing over everything, then 
she'd be quite a likeable person. 

“| truly admire your boldness, since you’re willing to 
accept them in your fief even though they don’t speak our 
language. Giving a helping hand to the weak without any 
motive is such a wonderful cause!” 

“Well, leaving that aside, why are you here, Claudia- 
dono?” 

Claudia had welcomed me as if it was natural for her to 
do so, but when we had left Kaldia fief two days ago, she 
had remained back at Golden Hill Mansion. It takes two days 
to get here on a Carriage, so why is she here? 

“Elise-dono said she wanted to give you flowers. | rode all 
the way here to deliver it to you.” 

| finally felt my head hurt as Claudia said that 
indifferently while handing me some wilted flowers. What 


did she mean when she said she rode here, when it took two 
days to get here by carriage? | don’t understand what she 
said. Even including my previous life, this is the first time 
I’ve met someone hard to understand. | have no idea how to 
handle her. 

“She also wanted me to pass this message to you. ‘I met 
your distant relative, Elise-sama. | heard from Bellway-sama 
that she has a weak body as well. | wonder if girls who are 
named Elise are prone to being sick...’ Apparently, she 
received those flowers from the other Elise-dono.” 

What the fuck is Bellway doing? | asked him to take care 
of the child who was trapped at the back of the mansion, 
but | never thought that he would make a mistake and let 
the Elise, whose name was borrowed, see the child. 

Of course, there’s a reason why we invited Elise and gave 
the child the same name as her. We did it so accurate 
information wouldn't be leaked out of the mansion. Only a 
few people have met Elise, since she has a weak body, and 
only a few people have met Radka, who is said to reside at 
the back of the mansion because of her frail body. | don’t 
want people to find out about her if possible. If two sick 
Elise’s reside in the mansion at the same time, then others 
will get confused even if information about them leak out. If 
the details are fuzzy, then the pieces of information they 
can get on Radka will mix with those of Elise’s. That’s what | 
want. 

Thus, | can’t let the real ‘Elise’ know about this either. But 
Elise already found out about that child’s existence. | won’t 
be able to hide her if people investigate this... It’s a hassle 
for her to be discovered. Should | speed things up a bit? 

The flowers | received while my mind was a mess, smelt 
similar to Elise’s room. She probably used this flower as 
decoration a lot because she liked it. | felt a little more 
relaxed. 

“Now, you must be tired from constantly sitting down in 
the carriage and at the House of Lords. I'll loan you a spear, 


so how about we loosen your body with some spear 
practice?” 

... Don’t bother me as soon as | feel relaxed. It seemed 
like she was concerned for me, but did she want to drive the 
exhausted me into an early grave with her proposal? 
Claudia cheerfully dragged me into the garden and didn’t 
hear my objections at all. | looked at Earl Thelesia for help 
as a last resort, but he was just as tired as | was, and only 
nodded placidly as if to say to do my best. No way... Do | 
have to spar with her, for a bit? 

Earl Thelesia’s garden at his townhouse was covered with 
stone pavement rather than grass. Claude was probably 
aware of this since she had a close relationship with the 
Earl. “Swing your spear as much as you like, since there’s 
no lawn here!” She smiled and cheerfully said, so | nodded 
ambiguously. 

“You're six right now, aren’t you Elsa-dono? I’m ten years 
older than you. Old Thelesia must be expecting a lot from 
you since you've already started practising with the spear.” 

“It’s Eliza, not Elsa. I’ve heard that the Lorenzorell House 
start sword practice at the age of three, but do they start 
spear practice a few years later?” 

What’s fun about this? Claude’s smile didn’t slip at all, 
and she wrapped cloth around her hands. She has a custom- 
made spear, but it didn’t have leather bindings on the hand, 
so she had to wrap cloth around her hands to keep the 
spear from slipping out. 

“No, my brothers and | started sword practice at the age 
of two. | only started spear practice after | turned seven.” 

My face twitched when she said that she had started 
sword practice at the age of two. As expected of the 
Lorenzorell House, known for their military might. 

| warmed up for a few minutes according to Claudia’s 
instructions, and my body definitely felt a bit lighter. I’ve 
been so busy lately, so | haven’t had much time to practice 


the spear, and this might actually be good. | apologised to 
Claudia in my mind since | felt guilty. 

Even so, Claudia was more skilled with the spear that | 
had expected. This was the first time I’ve actually sparred 
with her using a spear, but | knew that she spent a lot of 
time at the barracks since she came to the Golden Hill 
Mansion, and | figured that she would be skilled at all sorts 
of martial arts, since she came from the Lorenzorell House 
and acted knightly. However, her skills with a spear seemed 
to exceed that of Gunter’s, no matter how | look at it. 

“How are they, my spear skills?” 

“They’re better than my master’s.” 

“Gunter, huh. Maybe my family’s technique is just too 
strong. If it’s alright with you, then let’s spar again with 
Spears. You can use a sword next time too.” 

Claudia still showed no signs of fatigue and was laughing 
happily while cleaning up. | really don’t understand her. | 
couldn’t refuse her invitation to spar with spears as long as 
she stayed in the Golden Hill Mansion. | nodded, and she 
suddenly changed her expression. 

“| was wondering what to do if you had refused me. Old 
Thelesia asked me to practice with you, so I’ve been 
wondering how to fulfil that promise!” 

Did he actually agree to my spear practice? | was 
dumbfounded by Claudia’s completely unexpected remark 
and completely lost all my energy. 


Part 3 


With so much going on, there was no time to leisurely 
take two days to return home by carriage. | finally arrived 
back in Kaldia while feeling extremely exhausted since we 
had ridden horses for a day before switching them once ina 
town on our way. Of course, | didn’t have enough strength to 


control a horse for an entire day, since | was a child, so 
Kamil and Claudia had taken turns riding with me. 

Earl Thelesia, who held the real power, headed straight to 
his office and had no time to rest his weary body, even after 
returning, since he had to make preparations for the large 
scale project of receiving the refugees we had agreed to 
accept. Claudia had headed for the training grounds, and | 
wondered where she could possibly get all that excess 
energy from... 

“What happened while we were away?” 

| asked Bellway, who had been in charge during our 
absence in place of the busy Earl. 

Bellway immediately reported everything that had 
happened, and nothing stood out; there had been no 
particular changes in these four and a half months for Elise 
and Maya, who had moved in recently, or for the new nanny 
who was mostly in charge of taking care of Elise. 

“And, about ‘Ojou-sama’...” 

Bellway timidly said, but | had already expected this 
when | heard the message from Elise. Bellway and the other 
maids call Radka ‘Ojou-sama’. 

“My deepest apologies. We happened to come across 
Elise-sama when | took her out of the mansion the other 
day.” 

“| know. Claudia-dono came and brought me a message 
from Elise-jou. | heard that you told Elise-jou that she’s my 
relative. If Elise-jou asks anything about that child in the 
future, then | will tell her. Guide her in that direction.” 

As | thought, he told me about Radka. Bellway 
understood how that child will be treated from now on, since 
he’s the Earl’s secretary. Therefore, he had clearly made a 
big blunder when he took Radka out without grasping the 
movements of the few people in the mansion, and Elise had 
found out about that child. It was rare for him to make this 
kind of mistake. 


| instructed him on how to deal with this in the future and 
asked him if there was anything else he had to report. 
Bellway suddenly lowered his head deeply for some reason. 

“I’m truly, deeply sorry about this. To have betrayed 
Eliza-sama’s trust... I’m ready for any punishment you have 
for me.” 

There was passion in his voice... It must be hard to be the 
Earl’s secretary. | felt something like pity as | looked at him, 
bowing his head at me. Earl Thelesia didn’t like having more 
staff than necessary, so Bellway actually does more than 
just secretarial work without complaining. He had to deal 
with a troublesome job, and he was even lowering his head 
to a child who wasn’t even half his size, so his work must be 
quite stressful. 

| thought as if escaping from reality. That was the 
difference in our commitment. It was quite surreal to stare 
at someone lowering their head from above. 

“... Earl Thelesia is the one who trusts you, not me. There 
won't be any punishment from me.” 

| asked Bellway to take care of that child while we were 
gone because there was nobody else in the mansion who 
was qualified to take charge, and also because the Earl had 
insisted that | leave it to him. | had been the person who 
had asked Bellway to do this, but that’s only because I’m 
the one who was responsible for the child. If he wanted to 
tell someone that he had betrayed their expectations, then 
he shouldn’t have said it to me since | hadn’t trusted him 
from the start. 

| confirmed that the report was over since Bellway was 
speechless. Bellway looked as if he wanted to say 
something, or as if he was sad, and it was striking since he 
usually had on an iron mask. 


In the newly established office made for me, | 
Summarised the aid provided by the House of Lords along 


with the acceptance of refugees onto a single piece of 
paper. 

The refugees who are taking shelter at Jugfena are Cellion 
farmers who have a connection with the Sill tribe. We have 
expectations for the Sill tribe members, but we also have 
hopes for the farmers. Some refugees have brought out 
grain seeds to negotiate for a new place of residence. We 
want their labour and their grains. 

They have foreign grains not grown in Arxian because 
they come from abroad. Rare things are worthwhile because 
they are rare. We have to limit how much we grow because 
we’re afraid of destroying the ecosystem, but out of all the 
seeds they have, pumpkins are probably the ones we could 
use straight away. 

According to what | heard in my previous life, pumpkins 
are nutritious and are strong crops. In Arxia, white pumpkins 
called ‘cubis’ are only cultivated in the southwest, and it will 
be Arxia’s first time cultivating dark green pumpkins, 
brought by the refugees. The most important goal is to 
improve the people’s food by cultivating pumpkin since we 
only grow wheat in Kaldia, but | think we could sell a lot of 
them in the future. Incidentally, | thought they would 
negotiate with potatoes, but the soil in Kaldia has a high 
water and nutrition value, so it was impossible to grow them 
here. 

They will live at the centre of the fief initially, at the 
eastern bank of Sera River, which separates the East and 
West. In the future, we want to use this as a starting point to 
develop the eastern part of the river, which is an untouched 
area. Since the citizens of the fief live in the western part of 
the river, they will have limited contact with the refugees, 
and it reduces the risk of conflicts. It won’t be difficult to 
quarrel with someone who speaks a different language... but 
| will have their children learn the Arxian language. I’ve 
talked to Earl Thelesia about this, but we will need to set up 
a language education system for age groups who can’t 


participate in irrigation work. The children of the refugees 
and their refugees must know the Arxian language. 

They won’t hold the title of refugees forever. They will be 
citizens of Kaldia once we accept them. Should | change 
their title to ‘new citizens’? I’ll talk to Earl Thelesia about 
this tomorrow. 

| carefully thought about the refugees but was 
interrupted when the door opened. 

“Are you still awake?” 

The woman who entered the room said in amazement. It 
was Mrs Hortensio, a newly hired maid who had replaced my 
nanny and has her own room. Her voice echoed in the dimly 
candlelit room. 

“You'll harm your body if you stay up later than this.” 

“| know, Mrs Hortensio. I’m going to sleep now.” 

“That’s good. You seem to forget that you’re still only a 
six-year-old child.” 

| was a bit startled by her remark, and my heart raced. 
She was right on the mark. 

“Even if you’ve matured early, your body hasn’t caught 
up. Your body will be fragile if you don’t sleep well, eat well 
and exercise well.” 

| didn’t even have time to reply that | understood since 
Mrs Hortensio said what she wanted to say before leaving 
the room. She wasn’t naggy as my previous nanny, but it 
was difficult to grasp her personality. 


| woke up when it was still dim outside. 

The air was cool and not cold, but | rubbed my cheeks 
and shoulders to drive away my drowsiness. | didn’t like 
lying around in bed when I’m wide awake, so | crawled out 
of bed. 

| looked at the water clock in the corner of the room and 
saw that | had woken much earlier than | usually do. | didn’t 
want to catch a cold, so | quickly wore my dalmatica. | 
decided to take a walk in the mansion instead of lazing 


around in my room. It would be fine as long as | return 
before Mrs Hortensio comes to wake me up; I’ve thought the 
same thing on a particular morning long ago. 

Rashiok, who was sleeping on the opposite side of the 
water clock, raised his head. Growl-, a whining sound came 
from his throat, indicating that he wanted to be spoiled, so | 
took him with me on the condition that he would be quiet. 

The hallways were just as dim as my room since the 
curtains haven’t been opened yet. Rashiok had night vision 
and acted as a guide dog, helping me avoid obstacles, so 
bringing him along was quite useful. 

For a feudal lord’s residence, Golden Hill Mansion was 
really small, so there weren’t many rooms, and they weren’t 
that big either. The barracks next door was actually larger, 
and it made one wonder which building was actually the 
feudal lord’s residence. It might be better to think about 
building a new castle at the centre of the fief to manage the 
citizens in the eastern part of the fief when things settle 
down. We will have to build new military facilities anyways if 
we do go to war with Rindarl. The House of Lords will surely 
order us to strengthen our military might if we succeed in 
training cavalry troops. 

| kept my right hand on Rashiok’s belly as he trotted 
along, and continued to think without knowing where we 
were headed, then Rashiok suddenly snorted. He rubbed his 
nose against my cheek, as if he was troubled by something, 
and nudged my back. Rashiok had become an adult, and his 
mouth was big enough to easily chop off my head in a single 
bite. | secretly looked in the direction where he had stopped 
while realising how big he had gotten. | saw someone’s 
Shadow and immediately hid in his shadow. Rashiok was 
bigger than me, so it was easy for him to hide me. 

“... Hmm, oh? Is that you, Rashiok?” 

The person who was walking down the corridor seemed 
to have noticed that Rashiok was sitting in the dark. From 
his voice, | guess it’s Bellway. After he heard Rashiok answer 


with a small snort, he entered the nearby room. | thought 
about where we were for a moment and realised that we 
were close to Earl Thelesia’s room. 

But, isn’t it still too early for Earl Thelesia to wake up? | 
decided to remain here for a bit since | still had my doubts. | 
know that eavesdropping is a pretty bad hobby. 

Before long, | heard two voices whispering to each other 
from inside the room. They talked about the plans for today, 
and about the pigeons that arrived last night. They got up 
earlier than usual due to the preparations that needed to be 
done so we could accept all the refugees. Earl Thelesia 
hasn’t informed me about these matters, so | still woke up 
at my uSual time. Earl Thelesia overworked himself in his old 
age even under normal conditions, and now he had more 
work under his plate. | prayed that he wouldn’t collapse 
from overworking. 

| continued to eavesdrop on them for a while. | Knew why 
Earl Thelesia had woken up early and was about to return to 
my room. 

“And, about what happened with Eliza-sama yesterday...” 

Bellway mentioned my name, so | raised my hand to 
signal Rashiok to stop. | remembered my conversation with 
Bellway from yesterday and was curious to hear about how 
he would report to the Earl. 

Bellway deliberately spoke in a quieter tone and 
explained what had happened yesterday to Earl Thelesia. It 
was hard to hear what he was saying since his voice was 
quiet. 


Part 4 


“... My future master doesn’t trust me.” 
Bellway’s agitated voice seemed to return to his normal 
speaking volume, and | could hear him clearly. My mind 


chilled as soon as | heard him. It’s that feeling again. The ice 
lump at the back of my chest spread even further. 

His future master was referring to me. | wonder if Earl 
Thelesia is planning to have his servants work for me. Out of 
all the servants in the mansion, only Bellway was from noble 
society. Bellway’s father was a titled knight, but that was 
only an honorary position and didn’t hold peerage. Unlike 
nobles who can retain their nobility throughout generations 
despite not having peerage, there is a law that states that 
once a titled knight died, all their children will be stripped of 
their noble rights. | wondered if Earl Thelesia gathered 
people like that in this mansion so that | would lose all 
manpower once | leave his protection. 

“It’s not just you.” 

Earl Thelesia replied with a low growl. It sounded 
somewhat bitter. 

“She doesn’t even trust me. It seems like she’s sounding 
out Kamil, the soldiers and the maids.” 

... So he knows about this? As the years pass by and the 
number of people around me increases, | gathered 
information on the citizens of the fief by controlling them 
indirectly; that does indeed seem like | don’t trust the Earl. 

| respect and am grateful towards him. But, while that 
may be true, | have never thought of confessing my sin to 
him. I’ve never thought of him as ‘family’ much less a 
‘father’ even though he had raised me. 

Earl Thelesia and | have a relationship of mutual benefit 
rather than trust. That’s why he’s in charge of the fief 
rebuilding project, and why he has participated in the early 
stages of the refugee acceptance plan that he had 
suggested as well. He also lets me use his own subordinates 
who he doesn’t need. And, all the grains produced in Kaldia 
will be sold by merchants affiliated with the Thelesia House. 
It could be said that he has a monopoly deal. I’m basically 
loaning the fief to him until | come of age since the Thelesia 
House Is full of noble priests and don’t hold land of their 


own. Both of us receive plenty of advantages from this 
relationship. 

... What fucking meaning and value does my trust hold? | 
frowned, and the conversation between Earl Thelesia and 
Bellway continued. 

“It’s because she distrusts humans since long ago. It 
seems like she doesn’t realise this herself... but it’s gotten a 
bit worse since that incident with that commoner child.” 

| heard a sound in my mind as if all the pieces were 
Snapping into place. 

Ah, | see. Is it alright to call the cold feeling in my 
mind that? Distrust of humans. | couldn’t come up with what 
that feeling was called, but everything fit. 

“Then, what about Kamil? It looks like she trusts him.” 

... Kamil? My lips curved without making a sound. The 
smile | had on my face didn’t have enough power to be 
called a self-mocking smile. 

If what | feel is really distrust of humans, then why did | 
break down and reveal the secret of my birth to him? | 
certainly thought that he would scorn me and distance 
himself from me once he heard about my origins, but he’s 
still by my side. At that time, he had silently stayed in the 
dungeon. 

“He is the only one who she treats differently. They’re too 
similar... They’re not close, they’re just not good at driving 
each other away.” 

We’re similar? | do feel a strange affinity with Kamil. 
When Kamil had that stiff and failed smile on his face, | 
don’t know why, but | felt really close to him... However, | 
have never questioned him on the secrets he holds. Now 
that | know the words ‘distrust of humans’, | can definitely 
say that | was indifferent to him. Or, | might have 
unconsciously put up a wall around myself. | don’t want 
people to enter my world, so | don’t try to step into theirs. 

But, | was curious about his circumstances now since he 
always pretends to keep his distance, like it had nothing to 





do with him. If that’s the reason why | can’t push him away, 
then | want him to explode and tell me. 

| thought, and my ears became clear. However, the next 
thing the Earl said made me choke. 

“But that too... If she knew that his father was the 
merchant who had poisoned her family, then she might not 
keep him by her side anymore.” 

The merchant who had poisoned my father. | immediately 
paled, and my head was spinning. My vision flickered, and | 
leaned against Rashiok’s back. It was as if cold water had 
been poured on my head. 

He’s a man | killed. 

| was the one who had killed my father. But, the person 
who had been accused and executed for the crime was the 
merchant who had sold the food to my parents on that day. 

My heart thumped violently in my chest. It was cold, but 
Sweat was dripping down from my forehead. 

... [had only heard that he was an unscrupulous 
merchant. He was a man who did a lot of shady things and 
was suspicious. 

Although Kamil hardly ever talked about his father, | can 
tell from his expressions that he still misses him. He even 
boasts that his father was a wealthy merchant. 

If Kamil ever discovers that I’m the true culprit. A chill ran 
down my spine. The reason why he follows me, the reason 
why he stays by my side... The reason why he tries to get 
close to me.... 

Urgh... a moan died at the back of my throat without 
making a sound. | felt extremely dizzy. The back of my 
temple was aching in pain. 

| somehow managed to lift my trembling fingers and 
poked Rashiok’s back three times. He seemed to have 
understood my signal and laid down on the floor. My chest 
felt painful and | wanted to vomit, but | managed to hold it 
in and got on his back. Then, he carried me to my room 
without making a sound. He swayed more softly than usual, 


and | knew that he was worried about me, and this was his 
way of being gentle. 


“You want Claudia to join the fief army?” 

“Yes, | want her to register in the army as a guest, and 
have her become my bodyguard. What do you think?” 

The weather changed mid-day, and it was raining heavily 
right now. There was a lot of water in Kaldia, but it didn’t 
rain often. As the rain tapped against the window of the 
office, Earl Thelesia blinked several times at my sudden 
proposal. 

“... | was going to suggest this after you two get to know 
each other better.” 

“Then, can we send Kamil to the east to develop the 
lands there?” 

If Claudia becomes my bodyguard, then it’s possible to 
move Kamil, who has been my bodyguard up until now. One 
of the more predictable ways to move Kamil in the future is 
to place him at the refugee settlement. He understands 
cultures other than Arxia’s and can get along with others, he 
can speak Artolas, do paperwork, is skilful, and above all, 
had Earl Thelesia’s trust. There was no suitable position for 
him except to send him to the development site. The only 
vacancy that will open up is that of my bodyguard, so if | 
have Claudia substitute for him, then he can move right 
away. 

Earl Thelesia nodded and agreed with my proposal. 

“Claudia-dono already goes to the barracks quite often. 
The soldiers have been a little restless since my birthday 
celebrations, but they will probably calm down once Claudia 
has a position.” 

A lot of soldiers were deeply impressed by Claudia’s 
spear skills. Our soldiers respected the strong. That’s why 
no one complained about Gunter even though he is young 
and has a position above the older veterans. Most of them 
used to be thieves, so they weren’t against following a 


woman’s orders. There were many women amongst the 
bandits, and there were some who were ruled by women 
who earned more, since they recognised ability. If I’m not 
mistaken, Claudia will definitely help organise the army. 

“| want to accept the refugees who are currently suffering 
outside of the fortress as soon as possible. | have no 
objections to having Claudia as my bodyguard and sending 
Kamil to the development area. Kamil will definitely be able 
to manage the area well since he understands our 
intentions.” 

“Eliza...?” 

| summed up my thoughts on the matter, and the Earl 
suddenly seemed confused for some reason. His dark black 
pupils looked directly into my eyes as if he was trying to 
peek into my mind. | felt as if he could see straight into my 
heart, so | avoided his gaze by looking out the window, then 
he closed his eyes, and seemed to be thinking about 
something for a while. 

“... Nothing. Hmm, you’re right. I’ll talk to Claudia about 
it, and instruct Kamil about the settlement village.” 

“Very well, then. I'll go and call Claudia-dono right now.” 

| bowed and exited the office. From behind me, | could 
hear Earl Thelesia say, “You don’t look well, so you should 
get some rest after that.” | know that myself. After all, my 
stomach and head have been aching since this morning, 
and | might throw up at any moment if I’m not careful. 


Even Claudia stayed inside on rainy days, so | visited the 
room that was given to her. She gave me permission to 
enter her room in a less spirited tone. 

Claudia’s room hardly had any of her personal 
belongings. She had basically almost nothing besides the 
clothes on her back when she arrived here. Her room left 
quite an expression on me, since it was the opposite of 
Elise’s, who had looked as if she had brought everything 
from her room. The iron spear lying on top of a piece of 


cloth on the floor was the only thing Claudia owned, and she 
was currently rolling around. 

“How are you doing, Claudia-dono?” 

“I’m so bored. It usually doesn’t rain, but I’m stuck in the 
house with nothing to do today because it’s raining so 
heavily today. | want to practice.” 

Claudia was the personification of being bored. She sat 
on her bed and swung her feet around. She seemed 
unhappy and complained about her boredom. The way she 
was pouting made her seem like a little kid. 

“If you want, | can have the maid prepare sewing tools for 
you.” 

| proposed that she sew, which was what normal ladies 
enjoyed doing on a rainy day, since | wanted a little 
revenge. Although, | know she wouldn’t be interested in it. 

“... You mean that, right? You found out that | hate 
sewing, so you’re having fun teasing me, aren’t you?” 

“No, of course not.” 

| bet she had only said that without noticing my intent, 
but | was surprised to hear her bitter reply. | sleekly 
objected, but | was surprised inside. Claudia was shockingly 
good at reading others. Perhaps, Claudia is usually 
hyperactive, so she just doesn’t notice other people’s 
remarks; she wasn’t ignorant. She stopped kicking her feet 
and pouted her lower lips out slightly. Just by remaining still, 
she looked like a lady from a good family, because of her 
elegant features. | don’t usually see her like this... | felt 
awfully disappointed. 

“Jokes aside, Earl Thelesia would like to talk to you. Can 
you come to his office?” 

“Alright, let’s go!” 

Claudia seemed glad that she could get up and move 
around. She lightly jumped off her bed straight away when | 
told her the Earl wanted to talk to her. Where did her 
boredom from earlier fly off to? The young lady that | had 
seen earlier must have just been an illusion. She looks like a 


lady if she doesn’t move around, these words rolled on the 
inside of my mouth. 

Claudia briskly left her room; she looked right, left, then 
right again. What is she doing? She won’t get knocked down 
by anything in a mansion corridor. 

“Erina-dono... Where is the office?” 


Part 5 


... It seems like she doesn’t know where the office is, 
despite this being a small mansion, and she also runs 
around here every day. | started worrying about letting her 
be my bodyguard. | managed to stop myself from sighing 
since she was too foolish. When | think about how she will 
accompany me every day after Kamil is sent to the 
development area, | felt an indescribable feeling, even 
though | had suggested this myself. Claudia seemed a little 
embarrassed, and her face turned slightly pink. The 
indescribable feeling | had doubled. 

“My name is Eliza, not Erina. I'll take you to the office.” 

“It’s fine, you just have to tell me where it is. Eliza-dono, 
please rest for a bit on my bed.” 

“Huh?” 

“You don’t look well. It’s against the code of chivalry to 
force a child to do something when they look so pale. 1’ll 
take you back to your room when | return,” Claudia said, 
while smiling. 

She pushed me into her room, half-closed the door, and 
gallantly walked down the left side of the corridor. She had 
said something cool before leaving, but Earl Thelesia’s office 
is actually on the right, and up the stairs. 

... She didn’t listen to me at all. She didn’t ask me why | 
looked sick. However, it was different from how Kamil and | 


interacted with each other when situations like this 
happened, since we just pretend not to notice anything. 

She didn’t ask me anything out of consideration. Her 
innocence made me want to cry. 


| heard someone knock on the wooden door while | was 
napping and woke up straight away. 

“It’s Kamil.” 

| felt sick in the stomach when | heard his muffled voice 
after the knocks. My throat felt sore, as if it was being burnt, 
and | couldn’t muster up my voice to reply. The door opened 
silently, and | reflexively closed my eyes and wrapped 
myself in the blanket. 

After falling asleep in Claudia’s bed, | was brought back to 
my room because my condition got worse. | might have 
strained myself too much and tired myself out. | couldn’t eat 
anything because of nausea, so | spent the whole day 
Sleeping, and here we are. 

Kamil slowly approached me to see how | was. It felt as if 
my heart was being grasped, and | couldn’t breathe from 
the pain. It wasn’t cold, but | could feel myself shivering 
with every step that Kamil took. 

“... Tsar?” 

Despite my brain ordering my body to pretend to act 
calm, and answer him, my lungs stiffened, and | couldn’t 
even breathe. | could hear my heart beat noisily at the back 
of my ears. Kamil probably thought | was sleeping as he 
touched my cheeks with his fingers. Goosebumps ran down 
my body, and | flinched as if | was convulsing. 

“Tsar?” 

| desperately kept my eyes shut. | was petrified to see 
what kind of expression Kamil was making. Isn’t he keeping 
his other hand on his sword right now? There’s no way he 
would try to kill me now. If he had wanted to kill me, then he 
would have done so the moment he was appointed as my 


attendant. | reasoned, but | couldn’t stop my body from 
Shaking. 

Undoubtedly, | was afraid of Kamil. 

Kamil brushed my cheeks with his fingers again. Tension 
and fear had frozen my body, and | didn’t flinch this time. | 
could hear the sounds of Kamil breathing slowly. Even 
though his actions were casual, it made my heart beat 
faster. Even though the blood was coursing through my 
body, | felt cold as if | was frozen. 

“... It’s been decided that I'll be heading to the 
development area.” 

Although he was talking, it sounded as if he was talking 
to himself. He muttered in a very low voice. 

“The Earl said he can’t leave this job up to someone he 
doesn’t trust. | heard you supported my move.” 

Kamil’s fingers moved from my cheek to my forehead. He 
casually brushed aside my bands and traced the wrinkle 
between my eyebrows. | heard him laugh bitterly. 

“You can make that face when things get hard, you 
know?” 

Kamil said as he took his fingers away from my face. | 
heard a clear sound, and something slipped onto my pillow. | 
felt something cold slide down the nape of my neck. 

“You're really stubborn, Eliza-sama...” 

Kamil called my name in a gentle voice, and it made my 
chest hurt. | opened my eyes in surprise when he called me 
by my name, but all | could see was his retreating back. My 
throat remained frozen until he left, and | couldn’t even stop 
him from leaving. 

My heart pounded for a different reason than earlier. How 
long had it been? | felt like I’ve heard him call me that 
before. It happened recently, but | couldn’t seem to 
remember when. His voice was full of emotions, but it was 
certainly a heartfelt voice. 

| looked for the item that had dropped on my pillow. It 
was a thin chain bracelet with an amber gem, the same 


colour as Kamil’s eyes. 

My eyes felt burnt for some reason, and tears slid from 
the corner of my eyes. The back of my throat hurt badly. 

| was finally able to get out of bed three days later. 

My body strength had dropped, and | used my willpower 
to stop myself from staggering. | had the maids prepare a 
tub and hot water, and gave myself a simple bath. | can’t go 
to the barrack’s bathhouse anymore. | used a wrung cloth to 
wipe my body and heard Rashiok come up to me even 
though he hadn’t come into my room when | was bedridden. 

| rubbed against his forehead as if | was spoiling him, and 
he tragically flopped onto the floor. It was easy for Rashiok 
to roll the body of a six-year-old since he was heavier than a 
warhorse, and the maids quickly tried to control the 
situation. | laid on his stomach since he had knocked me 
down, and he wrapped his wings around me. 

“| won't say that you’re spoiled, but think about the 
difference in our sizes.” 

| lightly slapped his neck while saying that, and Rashiok 
growled. His growl seemed more reserved than usual, and | 
tilted my head in confusion. 

“Phoebe, what’s wrong with Rashiok?” 

“Hmm... What’s wrong, you ask?” 

| asked the maid who was watching my exchange with 
Rashiok, but she seemed puzzled and didn’t understand my 
question. She had replied to me in confusion. 

“He doesn’t seem to have much energy.” 

Rashiok usually doesn’t act spoiled in front of others. 
Also, he has never wrapped his wings around me with that 
much force. 








“Isn't it... because Kamil isn’t here? You’ve been 
bedridden for a while too. Rashiok has been staying outside 
your door the whole time, so he might be lonely.” 

“... Kamil? | see.” 

| understood the maid’s reasoning and slowly closed my 
eyes. Kamil and | have always been taking care of Rashiok 
together after | received him from the Earl. Rashiok 
understood relationships to a certain degree, so the next 
person he became emotionally attached to after me was 
Kamil. This was the first time that we both couldn’t take 
care of him, so of course, Rashiok would be lonely. 

Kamil won’t be in this mansion anymore. Rashiok let out a 
lonely cry. 

Why does my chest hurt even though | was the one who 
drove Kamil out? But | also felt relieved at the same time. 
The contradictions in my own feelings felt awfully sad. 

| was tired of these frustratingly complicated feelings, so | 
leaned against Rashiok. He licked my cheeks to comfort me 
as if he was saying he understood everything. 


“You're going to move that child to the barracks?’ 

“Yes. Most of the people who know about her have been 
sent to the development area. | want her to be your 
bodyguard together with Claudia, so | left her to Gunter.” 

| got dressed, and the first thing | did was visit Earl 
Thelesia. It felt unpleasant, since he always had to do a lot 
of work regularly, and | couldn’t help him because | had 
suddenly collapsed. | also wanted to know what went on 
during these four days that | was bedridden. 

The first thing | heard was a report that Radka had been 
moved to the barracks. Indeed, the soldiers had been 
mobilised for the initial stages of the development. 
However, there were still some soldiers at the barracks who 
had seen Radka get caught. | wondered how he was going 
to deceive them, and the Earl shrugged a bit. 


“She’s been kept at the mansion for quite a while now. 
It'll be difficult for anyone to tell that she’s the same 
malnourished, skinny, filthy child.” 

“... |see. That’s true.” 

Her messy, unkempt hair had been cut by Kamil in the 
pretext of preparing for the execution. Attaching that hair to 
the jute bag that was tossed into the river gave people the 
impression that she had really been executed, so none of 
the soldiers had seen her since the incident at Cyril village. 
She had more meat on her body since her diet has gotten 
more nutritious, and the maids were washing her every day, 
so her skin colour is different from when she had dirt stick to 
her skin. She had indeed changed so much that she looked 
like a different person. 

“And no one thinks of that as ‘Elise’ right now.” 

“You're right about that too. | don’t want ‘Elise’ to have 
combat training in her history.” 

It was the perfect time to get her some basic training 
since she currently had short hair and looked like a boy. She 
will continue to live in this mansion as ‘Elise’ from now on. 

“! explained to her that she is also going to receive 
military training. She seemed enthusiastic and said she will 
work hard.” 

Earl Thelesia said, while looking glad, but perhaps she 
hadn’t been enthusiastic, and her anger and resentment 
had been stirred because of her pride. Because of what had 
happened with her mother, she can’t stay sane unless she 
viewed me in the same way as my father, who had used his 
money to live extravagantly and exploited his people. 
Therefore, getting her to go through the same training as | 
did, and having her change her opinion of me was harder 
than dying for her. It is fine if she can mature through that 
training because of her murderous intent towards me, or if 
she fails and changes her view towards me. 

“It’ll probably correct her distorted views on nobles a 
little.” 


Earl Thelesia nodded, and | started pondering. 

| first understood this when | went to the royal capital, but 
the image of a noble in the minds of the fief’s soldiers was 
affected by my father and was too extreme and crazy. The 
soldiers might be aware of this since they occasionally view 
Earl Thelesia and Claudia differently... Well, it might turn out 
to be good for that child. It would be easier to change that 
child’s beliefs if she can admire nobles around her by 
referencing ‘normal’ nobles. 


Chapter 8 


Part 1 


| couldn’t look away as | watched the black smoke rise 
from the straws around the wooden stakes that had people 
tied to it. 

On a hot summer day when the intense sunlight blazed 
down, screams and shouts gushed out from the powerless, 
half-dead people. Those who had kicked and tied them up to 
the pillar were surrounding them and watching them with 
joy. They were absorbed in playing with the suffering victims 
as they splashed water and oil into the flames. 

The screams of the blackening people gradually changed 
into wheezing. An awfully unpleasant smell filled the air. The 
heat and stench made me vomit, and loud laughter sounded 
from next to me. As if enticed by that laughter, | heard out 
of place laughter. My ears hurt, and my brain felt as if it was 
being stirred. 

| wanted to shut my ears and eyes and crouch down 
because | couldn’t stand it anymore, but the arms that were 
holding me wouldn’t let me do so. | couldn’t tell them to let 
me go, and the adult’s arm easily held my small body in 
place even if | desperately tried to twist my body. 

| was terribly dizzy. My head hurt so much it felt like it 
would break. The heat, the hot air, and the stench; all of 
which smothered me. 

| couldn’t endure the nausea anymore. My throat 
twitched, and my stomach felt as if it was turning. The vomit 
that had reached my throat came out. The smell of people 


burning was mixed with a pungent odour that stuck to the 
nose. 

| slowly lifted my half, half-stunned by my vomit. 

| think | was trying to look at the person who was holding 
me. This was done reflexively, so | wasn’t sure why | did it. 
However, | deeply regretted doing this when | saw who was 
holding me. 

The man with alluring long black hair that was blowing in 
the wind and blood-red eyes looked at me and his rapt smile 
made me shiver. 

When | realised that it was my father, | woke up in bed. 

“Otou-sama...” 

| violently wiped the sweat that was falling down my 
cheeks in the hot and sultry bed. Perhaps because | had a 
nightmare, my fingertips were freezing, and | was shivering. 

| crawled out of bed without opening the curtains that 
hung from the canopy. | was looking for cold air, but it was 
hot out of bed as well. It was so humid that it made me 
choke. | finally breathed in the fresh air when | opened the 
window. 

Kaldia was facing intense heat for the first time in five 
years. 

More people started collapsing from heatstroke in the fief, 
and the vigilante corps that had been launched in every 
village a while ago were working hard without rest to 
prevent and deal with it. Earl Thelesia and |, who often 
stayed inside, were also placed under the control of the 
people in the mansion and had to spend time hydrating and 
resting. 

Soldiers were gradually returning from the settlements in 
the east because a few days ago, refugees started moving 
to our fief in groups of 50. There was a lot of water in the 
east and it was easier to live there, so some of the returning 
soldiers wanted to go back. 

Two months have already passed since Kamil left the 
Golden Hill Mansion. 


| flung my pyjamas that had gotten soaked with sweat to 
the side and wore a thin tunic and dalmatic. Mrs Hortensio 
was helping with my breakfast, so she won’t come and help 
me prepare in the mornings. She also won’t come to wake 
me up unless | oversleep since | am already over five-years- 
old. The sweat made my body sticky and it felt gross, so | 
left my room and headed to the dining room while looking 
for a maid. 

There are only two maids at the Golden Hill Mansion, so it 
was hard to find them during the busy morning hours. | was 
probably lucky today since | met Phoebe, who was walking 
around collecting laundry in the mansion. 

“Good morning, Ojou-sama.” 

“Good morning, Phoebe. I’m sorry, but can you get my 
Sheets as well.” 

Both my bed and pyjamas were soaked with sweat, and | 
didn’t want to sleep in them since | would probably get a 
nightmare again. It was no surprise that | wanted to make 
myself comfortable since this heat made me have 
nightmares and made it hard for me to sleep. The other 
residents in this building must have thought the same 
because Phoebe muttered, “Well, it is sweltering,” before 
nodding firmly. 

“! understand. Is there anything else | can do for you?” 

“| want to wipe my body after breakfast. Get the things 
ready in my room.” 

Phoebe nodded again, bowed, and quickly walked down 
the corridor since she was busy. It was the maids’ job to pick 
up laundry, but it was the washing lady’s job to do the 
laundry. Even if | don’t take my time to eat breakfast, she'll 
probably have the tub and cloth ready for me in my room. 

Surprisingly, Earl Thelesia, Mrs Mareshan, Mrs Hortensio, 
and Claudia were sitting at the dining table. Earl Thelesia 
usually ate breakfast a little earlier, and Mrs Mareshan and 
Mrs Hortensio ate a little later. Elise and Maya have 


breakfast in their room, but it was surprising to see the 
others at the dining table. 

... Which reminds me, | haven’t been to Elise’s room for a 
while. Elise has gotten better lately, so she often goes to the 
courtyard during the day, so | didn’t need to visit her room. 
Shall | visit her room today? 

| squeezed the cloth that Phoebe had prepared for me 
and wiped my body. Then, Rashiok followed me as | headed 
to Elise’s room. When | knocked on Elise’s door, Rashiok 
made a sound, and Elise replied, “Come in.” | wonder if 
she’s a lot healthier than when she first came here. 

“Elise-dono, sorry to disturb you.” 

“Eliza-sama! Hello. | thought it was only Rashiok.” 

... Rashiok, have you visited Elise before? This is the first 
I’ve ever heard of this. Rashiok must have been aware that 
he’s a draconis, since he didn’t enter the room and sat down 
neatly at the door. 

Elise was sitting on a chair by the window instead of on 
the bed like she usually does. Her face suddenly lit up, and 
she was about to get off the chair, but | stopped her with my 
hand. 

“You look well today.” 

“... Yes, I’m feeling well, thanks to you.” 

| nodded at her as she smiled happily and approached 
her as if | was going to do something. When | stood next to 
her, she became bashful. “I was looking outside,” she said 
in a small voice. 

“The outside?” 

“Yes. You can see the courtyard and pond from here. 

“| like looking at the view from here. I'll go down there 
when | get better,” she laughed. 

“| see,” | replied as | looked out the window, and saw the 
courtyard and pond that Elise was talking about. That was 
where | collected the poisonous leaves. The gardener 
doesn’t take care of the pond, so it might still be growing 
there. It’s a reservoir, so | think it is being taken care of, but 


they didn’t get rid of the plants because the toxins don’t 
dissolve in water. 

Various types of colourful vegetation surrounded the 
water, and it looked quite pretty from afar. | squinted my 
eyes when | found a small rock nestled in the grass. So, you 
can see that ‘grave’ from here? 

“Oh yes, you can ride Rashiok at that time. He’ll take you 
to the pond really quickly.” 

“Oh my, on Rashiok’s back? Is that alright?” 

Elise laughed happily. | thought her smile looked like the 
sunshine, and she seemed relieved. A sickly girl who can’t 
even go down to the courtyard alone. | felt miserable 
because | could only relax around someone like her. 

Under the guidance of Earl Thelesia, | soent my days 
handling supply requests and talking about how the 
construction was doing in the settlement. The other day, 30 
warhorses from Luctfeld fief were delivered to us, so Earl 
Thelesia’s establishment of a cavalry troop was one step 
closer to realisation, but other than that, not much 
happened. 

Then, a messenger from Jugfena royal fief’s army arrived 
at the Golden Hill Mansion. 

Earl Thelesia and | welcomed him in the parlour. The 
soldier was covered from head to toe in chain mail, and he 
wore a black tunic embroidered with the Arxian crest, a 
crown and the Sacred Code, with a mantle on top. | pulled 
on the Earl’s sleeve since | was curious about the clean 
fabric, and he replied, “He’s a knight.” | see; a knight? Is it 
alright to use a knight as a messenger? 

Younger nobles who have become military officers are 
called knights. To be precise, those who officially enter a 
knight order are called knights, and commoners who enter a 
knight order become titled knights. Nobles without titles can 
become titled knights, so everyone in the knight order has 
peerage. 

“Welcome to Kaldia.” 


“Thank you for the warm welcome. | bring you a message 
from the commander of the Jugfena Fortress Knights, Earl 
Einsbark.” 

The knight entered without even sitting down and 
remained standing between the chair and the desk. This 
meant it was urgent business. The Earl and | remained 
standing as well since the knight was still standing. The 
knight looked at the Earl and solemnly began to speak. 

“A woman Claiming to be from the Sill tribe arrived at 
Jugfena Fortress with 10 children, and are currently under 
our protection.” 

... [gently closed my eyes when | heard the knight’s 
words. The time has finally come? It has been two months 
since we decided to accept the refugees, and the Sill tribe 
has done an excellent job fleeing from the Densel army. 

“According to her, 60 more people will arrive from the Sill 
tribe. They’re being pursued by an army of 300 Densel 
soldiers. Kaldia has agreed to take in the refugees, but will 
there be any problems with accepting this many?” 

“None.” 

When | answered, the knight looked at me in surprise. 
Hmm, he glanced at the nodding Earl, then turned to face 
me after the Earl nodded a few times. He’s a commendable 
knight. Even if others know that I’m Viscountess Kaldia, they 
always talk to Earl Thelesia since they think of him as the 
feudal lord. 

“Very well, then. So, you will take them in together with 
the 1000 refugees currently under the protection of the 
fortress?” 

“Yes, that’s correct.” 

The knight and | nodded at each other, then he hesitated 
a little. 

“.,. Viscountess Kaldia, Earl Einsbark would like to request 
for your aid in defending Jugfena Fortress.” 

It felt somewhat refreshing to see anguish and confusion 
in his eyes. His eyes were also mixed with guilt, and it was 


easy to see that he didn’t want children involved in a war. 
He’s an honest man and very ethical. | remembered that 
Earl Thelesia avoided my eyes when he first told me about 
the neighbouring kingdom, and | thought nothing of it. He 
probably thought it was too early to send me into war, or he 
might not have hesitated to send me there if it was 
necessary. 

“l accept this request. | will take 80 soldiers from the 
Kaldia army with me to Jugfena Fortress.” 

“You will?” 

It sounded as if he couldn’t help but ask that question. 
Oops, his expression seemed to say, and | stared at him in 
wonder and goodwill. His values seemed similar to what | 
remember from my previous life. It was normal for children 
under ten to be soldiers in this world, and feudal lords just 
over five-years-old have been to the battlefield. | felt 
strangely warm as | nodded firmly. 

“... | understand. | will inform Earl Einsbark. | will excuse 
myself now.” 


Part 2 


The next morning, a messenger pigeon arrived from the 
royal capital. 

The message it brought was an order to dispatch troops, 
from the Upper House of Lords. The Upper House of Lords is 
also commonly referred to as the ‘Imperial Court’, and it is 
where the representatives of the king and the House of 
Lords make various decisions. It’s similar to the Grand 
Council of State in my previous life, and it consists of the 
king, prime minister, commander-in-chief, priests, high 
priest, the three judicial families, and five representatives 
from the House of Lords. 


“Viscountess Kaldia shall command her fief army and join 
the defence of Jugfena Fortress... Even the Imperial Court 
went through the trouble of drafting this order.” 

This must have something to do with Earl Thelesia’s 
actions and our acceptance of the refugees. Receiving a 
direct order three times in a lifetime from the Upper House 
of Lords is considered to be very rare. Furthermore, it was in 
the form of a royal decree from the King. A simple order 
from the regular House of Lords would have been good 
enough, but | somewhat understand how the upper stratum 
thought of and treated Kaldia fief. | sat down reflexively as | 
stared at the document that | had picked up. 

“You don’t have time to take it easy and stare at that 
document, Ada-dono!” 

“It’s Eliza, Claudia-dono.” 

“Hmm, my apologies. Well, since you have to mobilise 
your army, you should hurry up and get ready! Come on, 
hurry up.” 

As | looked at the person in front of me, Claudia seemed 
overly excited and didn’t even try to hide it. This girl... 

“There’s something | would like to talk to you about 
before that.” 

“Hmm?” 

| sighed and turned to Claudia. She tilted her head and 
looked tense and serious. | already knew that only her 
expression is serious after associating with her for the past 
several months. Still, this was a serious conversation, so | 
also changed my expression. 

“| believe Earl Thelesia has asked you to be my 
bodyguard in place of Kamil.” 

“Umm! ....... Hmm?” 

... Am | an idiot for trying to have a serious discussion 
with her? Am | in the wrong? | felt that it was a wasted effort 
when | heard her confused response. Maybe | made a 
mistake the moment | decided to have her as my 
bodyguard. 


ye ae Oh, ooh! Come to think of it, he might have told 
me something like that, or maybe he didn’t...?” 

Claudia clapped her hands together, and | swallowed 
down my imminent sigh. She has completely forgotten 
about this. She just read the room and went along with what 
| said. 

“Unfortunately, Kamil can’t return from the settlement 
right now. Since there’s nobody else who can speak the 
language of the new settlers, or take charge of the 
construction project.” 

“It’s definitely like that.” 

Claudia kept nodding while humming, but | wonder just 
how much she understands... 

“What I’m trying to say is, Kamil can’t come back to be 
my bodyguard, so | would like you to act as my bodyguard 
until we get to Jugfena Fortress. Is that alright?” 

“Of course, no problem.” 

She answered immediately, and her complacent smile 
changed into a joyous one. | see, so it’s no problem. That’s 
good. 

“Then, you'll return to the Golden Hill Mansion 
immediately after sending me to Jugfena Fortress. Gunter 
will guard me during my stay at the fortress.” 

I’m glad she didn’t say, “I noticed your intention and 
want to be your bodyguard during the defence mission!” 
Claudia had been entrusted to Kaldia fief. It would be a 
major incident if she were to die or get injured ina 
defensive battle. 

“... What?! Then, I'll only be able to guard you half-way!!” 

“It’s less dangerous here in Kaldia. | can’t have you 
accompany me to the frontlines.” 

“No~! | want to protect you~!” 

“Waah,” Claudia quickly tried to get me to retract my 
previous statement. | slipped past her and ran to the Earl’s 
office. | win as long as | make the report. | pledged... Or, so | 
thought. Claudia was surprisingly fast, and she chased after 


me with all her might. | survived since she had no sense of 
directions in buildings. 


Since Earl Thelesia’s private army was assigned to 
protect the mansion, | summoned back 20 of the 30 soldiers 
| had sent to the settlement. With this, | now have the 80 
soldiers | had promised to that knight. The soldiers marched 
in union with Gunter’s orders, and | looked down at them 
from my horse. A squire was leading the reins for me, so it 
was a lot easier compared to my birthday celebration. 

“I thought you weren't able to ride a horse...” 

Claudia whispered as she rode next to me. She thought 
that | didn’t know how to ride a horse because we rode 
together on our way back from the royal capital. 

“I can ride them, but | don’t have the strength to ride 
them for a whole day.” 

“You're really weak. Let’s devote ourselves to intense 
physical training when we get back.” 

My head hurt from Claudia’s grandiose exaggeration, so | 
held my temple. I’m not weak. | should have more physical 
strength than the average six-year-old after completing my 
squire training. | looked forward without bothering to reply 
to her, and Gunter came up to me on my other side. Claudia 
called out his name in a bright voice. 

“Gunter!” 

“Yo, Ojou-chan, and ‘My Lord’. The march is going well.” 

Asyl was in charge of the overall march command while 
Gunter commanded from the front. | saw that the longest- 
serving soldiers were hyped up and nodded at him slightly. 
Then, | tilted my head a little. 

“... Erm, why are you calling me My Lord?” 

“Oh? You don’t like it?” 

Of course, | wouldn’t like it if you suddenly change the 
way you address me. Of course, it would be strange for 
someone who has always been calling me ‘brat’ to suddenly 
address me as ‘my lord’. 


When | first started living in the barracks, the other 
soldiers also called me brat just like Gunter did, but they 
started calling me Tsar after they got used to me, just like 
Kamil does. I’m suspicious because Gunter stubbornly never 
changes the way he calls me. 

“It’s your first campaign. | can’t treat you like a fucking 
brat forever. I’m going to drop honorifics too.” 

Gunter laughed at his own sarcastic remark, and instead 
of being pleased, | frowned. Those words felt as if they 
completely overturned the nature of our relationship up until 
now. Up until now, Gunter and | have been interacting with 
each other as a mere adult and child, or a teacher and his 
pupil, without any words that indicated that | am a noble or 
feudal lord. It was so sudden, then | wondered if something 
inside of him had changed. 
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“You're really not honest.” 

“That’s so true.” 

“You used to talk horribly and arrogantly. | thought you 
were crazy when you were overly polite to me. But, it didn’t 
feel bad.” 

| felt like something insulting had come out from Gunter’s 
mouth, and my frown deepened. 

“ .. Well, if that’s what you say, then so be it. Hurry up 
and state your business. You left the command to Asyl and 
came here to tell me something, right?” 

Claudia chiming into Gunter’s sarcasm gives me a bad 
feeling. | thought about Claudia, who went relatively quiet 
when | started a serious conversation and ended the 
chatter. Gunter must have read my mind because he 
shrugged and muttered, “Are you a fucking brat?” Huh? Do 
you uSually cuss by saying fucking brat? 

“I came here to talk to you about the path we’re taking. 
Are we really not passing through the settlement?” 

“We won't. If we head directly east to the new village, 
then the Monster Forest will be in our path, as well as many 
ponds. We’ll resupply in Loucks Village.” 

“Alright, | got it, okay. Anyway, My Lord probably just got 
into a fight with Kamil and doesn’t want to see his face.” 

Gunter said over his shoulders as if he was aloof, then 
went back to the front of the line. As expected, he’s good at 
reading me because we’ve known each other for so long. 
We didn’t have a fight. | was the one who chased him away. 

| lifted my left arm and rolled up my sleeve a little. | 
looked at the thin chains, embedded with yellow gems, that 
shone with the sunlight, and had complicated thoughts. 

We rested at night and headed for Jugfena Fortress again 
the next morning. The residents of Loucks Village saw us off 
with vigilance and complicated expressions. The aura here 
was the same as Cyril Village, since they were close to each 
other. | thought about Radka and my chest became heavier. 


Unfortunately, the weather was terrible on that day, and 
we entered Jugfena fief while it was drizzling. We couldn’t 
tell the time because we couldn’t see the sun, and we had 
to proceed carefully so that we wouldn’t go in the wrong 
direction with this low visibility. 

While everything was hazy and we had many routes to 
choose from, we kept following the path to the right and 
arrived in front of a dense forest that didn’t exist in Kaldia. 
Alfena Forest was a primaeval forest which was said to have 
once covered this entire area, and what was left of it had 
now become known as ‘Monster Forest’. Sometimes, | heard 
the sounds of beasts roaring and insects buzzing from the 
depths of the forest along with the sound of the falling 
raindrops. 

“It's creepy...” 

A voice muttered from among the soldiers. Maybe 
because of the rain, there was a chill in the air even though 
it was summer. The soldiers seemed tired, they seemed 
sullen and marched on in silence, and it was awfully gloomy. 

“Gunter, raise our speed to the extent that we don’t get 
lost.” 

“Understood. | also want to get out of here as quickly as 
possible. Even being outside the Monster Forest makes me 
nervous.” 

That was how eerie this road was since even the fearless 
Gunter thought so. | looked at the forest to my right while 
pulling the reins of my horse. The dark outline of the forest 
was hazy because of the rain. Although we were quite a 
distance away from the forest, it felt like the Monster Forest 
was looming in on us; maybe it’s because it took up so 
much of my vision. 

| felt something unpleasant from the forest and 
proceeded while trying not to look at it too much. Before 
long, a soldier cheered in the front. 

“I can see it! We’ve reached Jugfena Fortress!!” 


All the soldiers cheered when they heard this. On the 
other side of the drizzle, the shadow of a giant man-made 
structure vaguely asserted its presence. 

“Wow. It’s such a big building...” 


Part 3 


As we got closer, | was gradually able to make out the 
contours and features of the enormous fortress. 

Jugfena Fortress is the only place where people live in the 
Jugfena royal fief. Rain drizzle down the fortress that was 
made of polished black stone and metal. It had towers 
spaced uniformly apart with Arxian flags on top of them and 
walls that were taller than the ones at Golden Hill Mansion. 
Unlike the castles in the royal capital there were no 
decorations, but its systematic structure seemed supremely 
magnificent. 

The Kaldia army soldiers, who have never left Kaldia 
before, and even Claudia, who grew up in the royal capital 
and was used to seeing castles, stared at the iron fortress 
with their mouths wide agape. | was no exception either. In 
front of this overwhelmingly beautiful fortress, the Kaldia 
army proceeded while being fascinated like fools. 

“Mm, Elena-dono, over there.” 

Claudia, who seemed to have the eyesight of a wild 
beast, pointed at the bottom of the fortress. Her vision was 
so good that she could even find a speck of grain in a large 
kitchen. 

“It’s not Elena, it’s Eliza.” 

“Did | get it wrong again...? My bad. I’m sorry.” 

We finished our usual conversation of me correcting her, 
and | squinted my eyes at the place Claudia was pointing at. 
The horses proceeded to move forward in the meantime, 


and when we got a bit closer, | was finally able to see what 
Claudia was pointing at. 

“That’s... the refugee tents?” 

Surrounding the fortress, and utterly different from the 
tent | used to sleep in, were rows of simple tents meant for 
the soldiers. The low tents were spread out around the side 
of the fortress as far as | could see. It seemed like they were 
moved inside the fortress when it was decided that my fief 
would take them in. | could see people crawling out from 
their tents without caring about getting wet from the rain. 
They stood up and | noticed their clingy glances. Our two- 
day march had come to an end. 

They must have known that Claudia and | had higher 
positions than the soldiers since we were riding on horses, 
so they focused their attention on us. Their faces drooped 
down, and only their eyes were staring at us. Some kept 
staring at us in silence as well as those who quickly returned 
to their tents. They all seem unhealthily skinny, and | could 
tell that they all appeared to be exhausted and wounded. 
I’m sorry, but we’re not picking you up this time. | put what | 
had seen into the corner of my mind. 

We stopped in front of the castle gate, and Gunter 
informed someone inside that we had arrived. The large 
door in front of me was made out of wood, but it was held 
up with an iron lattice frame, and | could tell that this castle 
was indeed constructed to be a stronghold. When the huge 
door opened, Gunter gave everyone the order to advance, 
and we Slowly entered the castle in columns. The two 
columns of soldiers slowly spread out, so that Claudia and | 
could pass through them. We entered the castle first. The 
inside of the fortress was brightly lit with torches. The first 
floor seemed to be the stable, and many horses were 
relaxing in this large space. 

“Thank you for coming over, Viscountess Kaldia.” 

“Thank you for welcoming me. As promised, I’ve brought 
along 80 soldiers from the Kaldia army.” 


We were guided by some soldiers from the fort, and the 
knight, who had come to Kaldia the other day to act as a 
messenger, greeted me. He might be the one in charge of 
our liaison. He wasn’t wearing any chainmail today, so his 
hair was loose, and he looked a lot younger than the other 
day. If anything, I’d say his current appearance matches his 
real age more. Even though | don’t know how old he is. 

“On behalf of our lord, Earl Einsbark, thank you very 
much for your nobility and chivalry of spirit.” 

The man thanked me and kneeled down in a special 
knightley pose. His right palm touched his left shoulder. As 
expected of a real knight, his movements were graceful. | 
saw Claudia’s eyes sparkle in excitement from the corner of 
my eyes, and a bad feeling ran down my spine. The feeling 
was also similar to wanting to push Claudia into a suitable 
room as quickly as possible. 

“I’m sorry about this sudden request, but can | let my 
soldiers rest now? They’re a bit tired since they’re not used 
to travelling long distances.” 

“Of course. You can rest over there.” 

The knight issued instructions to the soldier behind him, 
and he took my soldiers up to the second floor. Only Claudia 
and | were left. 

“Then, I’ll repeat it. Welcome to Jugfena Fortress, 
Viscountess Kaldia. My name is Ergnard Einsbark. I’m the 
commanding officer of the 1st Knight Order platoon. | will be 
your liaison, so | think we’ll get to know each other very 
well. | look forward to working with you.” 

... Einsbark? | doubted my ears when | heard his unusual 
surname. | thought that he would be a low-ranking knight, 
since he had acted as a messenger, so | can’t believe that 
he’s a commanding officer. 

What’s more, since his surname is Einsbark... this means 
that he’s related to Earl Einsbark, the governor of this area. 
He’s acting as our liaison with his social position? What is 
the Earl up to, selecting such a person to be our liaison? | 


was puzzled, not knowing what the cunning veteran knight, 
Earl Einsbark, could be up to. 


Claudia and | entered the room that Ergnard had guided 
as to, and as soon as he carefully closed the door behind 
him to leave, Claudia couldn’t contain her excitement 
anymore and jumped on top of my bed. 

“Wah?!” 

My shoulders jumped at Claudia’s sudden, eccentric 
behaviour. What’s wrong all of a sudden? Claudia buried her 
face into the sheets, rolled around, and wrinkled the sheets. 
Stop, you’re making a mess of my bed. 

“Ahhh... Being a knight is so dignifying and lovely...!” 

Claudia mumbled with her face, still buried in the bed. | 
was stunned and became speechless and just stared at 
Claudia with a complicated feeling. She probably likes 
knights way too much. 

“.,. Claudia-dono, your spear will fall.” 

“What?!” 

Claudia seemed to have returned to her senses and 
raised her face. At the same time, she saw that her precious 
spear had been placed on the floor and looked at me in 
amazement. She stared at the wrinkled sheets and got off 
the bed. 

“I, I’m sorry...” 

“Please fix the sheets properly.” 

| sat down on the chair that was in front of the desk by 
the window, sighed while thinking about how tired | was, 
and stretched. As expected, riding on a horse for two days 
straight is harsh on a six-year-old. 

| glanced at Claudia as she fixed the sheets in an 
unfamiliar manner and looked outside the window. For 
defensive purposes, the inside of the window had iron bars. 
On the other side, | could see rampants, which were 
considered as the border, through the glass. It was basically 
built in the same way as this fortress, and there was a 


closed gate on the rampart walls. Beyond the rampart is the 
Densel Dukedom. | felt tension since this was the forefront 
of the national defence. | braced myself since something 
could happen at any time 

“Nooo, why can’t | make this nice and straight like the 
maids do?!” 

Suddenly, Claudia’s idiotic scream interrupted my 
thoughts, and my spirit dispersed. My elbows, which were 
on the desk, felt weak. Claudia was struggling with the 
Sheets as she cursed it for some reason, and her actions 
were getting rougher since she was getting frustrated that it 
wasn’t going well. | hurriedly stopped her and told her that 
was enough before she could rip the sheets. Claudia was 
still worked up because she was angry and dissatisfied. She 
slowly turned to face me and muttered seriously. 

“Erin-dono, please let me remain here and guard you.” 

“It’s Eliza. And, no.” 

“Sorry, | got it wrong again... But, who will protect you 
while you’re here?” 

She was usually persistent, probably because she saw a 
real knight up close. But you can’t stay even if you stare at 
me with those puppy eyes. Claudia’s stare was full of 
feelings, and her blue eyes resembled a cat. 

“Of course, | will leave things up to the soldiers, and | can 
take care of myself. Claudia-dono, you’re a guest who has 
been entrusted to me by the Lorenzorell House. You really 
shouldn’t be in such a dangerous place.” 

“... |see. Fine. I’m sorry. | was too selfish.” 

Claudia shook her head sadly and laid down on the bed. It 
was rare to see her so quiet, and even though it was great 
that she was quiet, | couldn’t help but ask her a question. 

“Claudia-dono, do you like knights?” 

| remembered how she looked at Ergnard with sparkling 
eyes and asked her lightly. 

She suddenly bounced back up like a spring. She smiled 
like a blossoming flower and looked at me with glistening 





eyes. Seeing her significant change, | asked myself if | had 
spoken prematurely. 

“Thank you for asking!” 

... And my answer was, | had indeed been too hasty. 


Part 4 


According to Claudia, who was acting bashful, she had a 
period in her childhood when she had no talent in anything 
whatsoever, and her brother recognised that she had talent 
for martial arts and anything related to war. She was indeed 
strong like a war maiden, but her excellent abilities are 
totally useless in the future if matched with Arxian’s general 
knowledge. Women have been slowly allowed into academia 
and fief management, but war was still a man’s territory. 
Claudia pouted and said that her parents told her to practice 
her sewing skills if she had time to swing her spear, but that 
was how strange it was for Arxian women to have fighting 
Skills since it was natural for her parents to say that... Well, | 
am an exception. 

Her older brother was worried that his younger sister 
refused everything, even though she was useless with all- 
female hobbies, and told her that she had exceptional talent 
as a knight. Until then, her brother had acted cold towards 
her because of her excellent skills with the spear, but he 
swallowed his pride to protect her mind. It was an 
interesting story, so | listened in silence and occasionally 
hummed to show that | was listening. 

“My older brother is a fine knight now! | admire him. 
Someday, I'll become a knight like my brother!” 

Claudia became starry-eyed, and she was probably 
dreaming of becoming a knight and running around the 
battlefield on a horse. | could only sigh while she was 
overflowing with hopes and dreams. 


“Oh yes, Eliza-dono, don’t you have any?” 

“Any what?” 

Claudia’s cheerful face looked at me, and she asked me a 
question with no context at all. She didn’t get my name 
wrong this time, how rare. 

“Something you’re aiming for. Do you have any?” 

“I’m aiming to become a great feudal lord.” 

“That’s not what | meant... Hmm.” 

Claudia frowned and groaned since that wasn’t the 
answer she wanted to hear. 

“That’s, um... Rather than what you want to be, is there 
anything that you absolutely have to become?” 

“Huh?” 

| know that Claudia was trying her best to come up with 
the right words to say, but | tilted my head since | couldn’t 
see the difference between those two things. Claudia 
clutched her head and groaned. 

“Erm, um, um... Uh, for example, do you have anything 
you want to do?” 

“Want to do... Right now, | want to prepare a place for the 
new citizens to live as soon as possible. And, | want to 
rebuild a church in the fief...” 

“Isn't that part of your work as a feudal lord?” 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“But, that’s not what I’m asking...” 

Her groans finally changed to whining. She continued to 
whine as she put her face between her hands and made a 
silly expression. Her beautiful face was completely ruined. It 
felt like a travesty upon my eyes, and | averted my gaze to 
look out the window. 

“... DO you want to do anything other than things related 
to your fief?” 

Claudia finally managed to squeeze out after a while. 

Other than things related to my fief...? Hmm, | went over 
the things | wanted to do in my head one by one, but every 
one of them had to do with being a feudal lord or a noble. | 


couldn’t think of anything | wanted to do and admired my 
lack of selfishness. The back of my chest ached. At the 
same time, | felt as if my head was freezing over, and | 
drove away my thoughts of Kamil that had been forced to 
resurface in my mind. 

To begin with, it’s odd for me to think of something | want 
to do, since I’m a sinner. 

“... There’s nothing.” 

“Really?” 

Claudia stared at me, curiously. It might be hard for me to 
understand her since among the vast things that people 
wanted to do, like getting married to someone, she devoted 
herself to becoming a knight. 

“... You're unselfish.” 

“| don’t think that’s quite accurate either.” 

“Although I’m aiming to be a knight, | have other wishes 
that are unrelated to this goal, like wanting to eat boiled 
eggs until my stomach bursts, or being able to use magic 
like monsters can. My friends at school tell me they want to 
have a wonderful wedding ceremony or set the trend with 
dress designs. Is there really nothing you want?” 

| tried to think about it again, since she gave me specific 
examples, but | couldn’t think of anything. | shook my head, 
and Claudia hummed while scratching her head. 

“You are unselfish, after all.” 

| didn’t deny it this time and just shrugged. | know 
perfectly well that I’m not unselfish. | have desires. 
| want to be forgiven. 

| can’t make it clear to anyone about who | want to 
forgive me, what | want to be forgiven for, or how | want to 
be forgiven, but | have always wished for this. I’m not 
unselfish. 

Suddenly the figure of a thin maid flashed in my mind, 
then the child with the black pupils who had the intent to 
kill, and the complicated expressions on the citizen’s faces. 
Lastly, | recalled Bellway who looked hurt and wistful 








and the empty eyes and failed smile of Kamil when | had 
first met him. 

For some reason, he faced me while looking like that and 
called me ‘Eliza-sama’. 

“Ah.” 

My voice slipped out. Kamil had called out my name when 
he had visited me last. | couldn’t remember when | had 
heard that tone before, but now | finally know. 

It was in Cyril Village during my birthday celebration. He 
had cried out my name when | had fallen off my horse and 
lost consciousness. 

“What's wrong, Elena-dono?” 

“It’s Eliza... And nothing. | just remembered something 
important.” 

Claudia tilted her head curiously and smiled, “That’s 
great!” 

| held the chain that was wrapped around my wrist with 
my sleeves on top. Why did he leave this? The back of my 
heart stung with uneasiness because | thought | was 
averting my eyes to something important. 


The drizzling thinned down by the time it was evening, 
and | could see the clear skies from beyond the fortress 
walls from the window. In Kaldia, the sun set quickly since 
Amon Nohl Mountains was in the way, but the east of 
Jugfena Fortress is a wide-open plain, so it was still pretty 
bright during dinnertime. 

| saw Claudia off and told her to return to Loucks Village 
by today. She turned back many times since she was 
reluctant to leave, but for the time being, she went home 
properly. 

| went back to my room alone and sighed. Come to think 
of it, it’s been a long time since I’ve been by myself. After 
Earl Thelesia came to Kaldia fief, | always stayed in places 
that made it easier for people to call me, except for when | 


was sleeping. Even when | went to bed, Rashiok was always 
there. 

| thought of Rashiok who | had left behind. | left him at 
home since he is still in his infancy, but I’m sure he’s feeling 
lonely since neither Kamil nor | were at the mansion. Maybe 
he’ll go visit Elise again. 

... Ergnard came to invite me to dinner while | was 
thinking. 

“Do you have any complaints about your room, 
Viscountess Kaldia?” 

“None. Thank you very much.” 

“| see. The soldiers from the Kaldia army also seem to like 
their rooms as well. They’re more disciplined than | had 
expected. When we invite armies from other fiefs to come 
here for the first time, they tend to complain about 
everything on the first day.” 

Ergnard spoke while we were walking in an unfamiliar 
manner, probably because he was considerate towards me. 
| replied in the appropriate places and secretly observed the 
knight from behind. 

Is he the same age as Gunter, or is he younger? He had a 
well-defined nose, looked fearless, and his features were 
indeed similar to Earl Einsbark’s, who | saw at the House of 
Lords. He was tall and solidly built; looking up at him like 
this made him look like a pillar or something similar. He 
wasn’t wearing formal wear today and was in a full black 
knightly uniform. The colours assigned to Jugfena Fortress 
by the King were black and silver. The only silver | saw was 
on the crest which was embroidered onto his mantle. 

“... That black uniform looks very tight.” 

“Hmm? Ah. Indeed. It feels tight when | put my hands 
through the sleeves every morning.” 

Even though | had muttered this to myself, Ergnard 
answered thoughtfully while brushing his mantle. Then, he 
grinned and said somewhat proudly, “Doesn't it look cool?” 
He’s playful, my impression of him changed. 


When we arrived at the dining room for nobles, | saw that 
it had been decorated from an area in the corridor, and it 
reminded me of Earl Thelesia’s residence in the royal 
capital. The floor was carpeted, there was wallpaper on the 
walls, and the room was lit brightly by a chandelier. Velvety 
cloth curtains were hanging from the windows, hiding the 
rugged iron bars from view. The dining room was so ornate 
that it caused one to forget that this was an iron fortress. My 
eyes felt as if they were being blinded by the sight. 

Several people were already seated at the long table in 
the dining room, including Gunter who sat frozen at the 
furthest end of the table. At the seat of honour was Earl 
Einsbark and two men who looked like they were his sons 
were seated next to him. They were all dressed in black 
knightly uniform similar to Ergnard. It almost feels like a 
funeral; that thought flashed through my head. Although, in 
reality, Arxians wore white instead of black to funerals, and | 
just recalled memories from my previous life. 

“Ah, thank you for coming, Viscountess Kaldia.” 

Earl Einsbark, who sat at the innermost seat, stood up 
and held his hands out in a welcoming manner. He looked 
like a strong knight in the prime of his life, and he didn’t 
have the same strict expression on his face like the one he 
had at the House of Lords, but a rather soft smile much like 
Ergnard’s. 

“I’m very grateful that you have brought 80 brave 
soldiers from Kaldia, so as a welcome, | have prepared a 
Small meal for you. Please enjoy it.” 

“I’ve honoured and deeply thankful for this feast that 
you've prepared.” 

Earl Einsbark’s eyes were soft and glistening as if he was 
looking at his grandchild. Ergnard guided me to a seat on 
the Earl’s left and took a seat opposite me. Then, they said 
their prayers before starting the meal. 

“We beg for forgiveness for all the lives that have been 
taken in order for us to live on. All sins and virtues shall be 


judged by the scales of Xia.” 

Well, | suppose this is kind of like the formal version of 
‘bon appetit’. Apparently, the neighbouring kingdom right 
next to the castle walls say, ‘we are deeply grateful to the 
gods for this meal’ before eating. Unfortunately, | wasn’t 
religious in my previous life, so I’m glad that | wasn’t born 
into the neighbouring kingdom since | have complaints 
about it. 

“I’m sorry for bringing this up right after our prayers, but 
is it alright for me to introduce the people here to you now?” 

“Of course.” 

When | nodded, Earl Einsbark pointed to the man who 
was sitting right next to him. His hair colour was similar to 
Ergnard’s, but there was a little bit of grey in it. He was a 
middle-aged man who resembled the Earl even more than 
Ergnade did. He nodded at me politely. 

“This is Volmav. He is my eldest son and the commander 
of the Knight Order at Jugfena Fortress. Next...” 

The man sitting next to Volmav had beautiful features, 
and he smiled gently at me just like Earl Einsbark had done. 
Compared to his family, he was the only one with delicate 
features, and | couldn’t help but think that he looked weaker 
than them. 

“This is my second son, Wiegraf. Although he is a knight, 
he’s not very skilled at martial arts, so he’s the chief of 
staff. He resembles my wife and doesn’t have a stern face, 
so he’s not that frightening.” 

Although it was easy to see that he was smiling 
dejectedly, his jaw muscles had stiffened. They’re modest 
and don’t hide anything from each other. | recalled how 
Ergnard was when he guided me here and smiled slightly. 

“Over there is Ergnard. He is my cunning son who 
contacted you before me.” 

“F-father...” 

“I’m joking. But I’ve indeed been looking forward to 
meeting you when | heard that you were being raised by 


Earl Thelesia.” 

Earl Einsbark laughed heartily, “Hahaha!!” At the same 
time, his eldest son, Volmav, who had pressed his lips 
together, began laughing, “Bufu.” Wiegraf and Ergnard 
laughed, “Kuku.” | smiled earnestly because of how they 
were acting. Gunter, who had been tensed and frozen, was 
also smiling broadly. 

| thought that the Einsbark House would be straight- 
laced, but they were quite a gentle family. | felt relieved that 
they hadn’t scorned the evil villain’s daughter when we had 
to be vigilant against the neighbouring kingdom’s invasion. 

... However, Ergnard wasn’t Earl Einsbark’s relative, but 
his real son. Why was he really sent out as a messenger? 


Chapter 9 


Gong... sounded a loud echo that shook my entire body. 
The bell in the central tower of this fortress was being 
struck. The sound woke me up as if Someone was shaking 
me, and | sluggishly got out of bed while stifling a yawn. 

There are no water clocks here at Jugfena Fortress, and 
the ringing of the bell signalled the time. It took manpower 
to maintain a water clock. It probably would cost too much 
to keep a water clock operational since they had no 
servants in this fortress. Similarly, villages in Kaldia mainly 
use sundials since they don’t have water clocks, but it is 
assumed that auditory information is more convenient for 
knights and soldiers than visual information. The first time | 
heard the bell ring, it felt so loud and discomforting that | 
had to block my ears, but | got used to it quickly. Now, | 
think of it as a useful bell. 

Seven days have passed since I’ve arrived at Jugfena 
Fortress. 

| squinted my eyes to look at the dim morning light that 
shone in through the rugged iron bars. Today’s dawn sky 
seemed strangely red. 


“Morning, Viscountess Kaldia. Today, Earl Einsbark has 
granted you permission to observe our training grounds.” 

When | changed and left my room, a man dressed in a 
black knight uniform was already waiting outside for me. In 
addition to being my liaison, Ergnard has been 
accompanying me every day and seems to be acting as my 
bodyguard in place of Claudia, who has returned to my fief. 
I’m getting excellent treatment since the son of the Earl is 
acting as my direct bodyguard. 


“Good morning, Ergnard-sama. Permission to observe, is 
it?” 

“Yes. The Earl probably thought that you would like to see 
how we train our soldiers here.” 

“| see. That’s very thoughtful of him, thank you.” 

After seven days, Ergnard’s way of speaking to me 
became friendlier. On the first day | arrived, he had 
addressed me with the overly formal version of ‘you’, but he 
stopped doing that and was addressing me in the casual 
version of ‘you’, just like he had when he first visited Kaldia 
as a messenger. 

| silently looked up at him as his sharp eyes softened at 
the corners and crinkled up. In Ergnard’s grey eyes | saw 
pure affection, as if he was looking at his own child. | 
awkwardly smiled back at him, he smiled widely in 
happiness. An itchy feeling prickled at the back of my heart. 

We went out of the tower, to head to the dining hall, 
where Gunter was waiting for me. The tower opposite to this 
was Called the ‘barracks’ and my soldiers were borrowing 
rooms there, but | was the only one who had borrowed a 
room in the tower known as the ‘knight building’. The knight 
building was a living space for nobles, so the commoner 
soldiers basically don’t enter the tower. Gunter, a soldier in 
my fief, also followed this custom, and waited for me in front 
of the door which led to the knight building’s fourth floor 
where my room is. 

“Good morning, Gunter. Thank you for waiting for me 
today as well.” 

“Good morning, My Lord and Ergnard-sama.” 

Gunter replied to my greeting while glancing behind him, 
and also greeted Ergnard as well. Ergnard followed behind 
me looking as if it was natural for him to do so. | usually eat 
in the dining hall for the Royal Army’s soldiers, and it wasn’t 
a place he would eat at, since he is a senior knight and the 
Earl’s son. | can’t determine his motive since he wasn’t 


ordered to be my ‘bodyguard’, but | have concluded that he 
is accompanying me as a bodyguard. 

“Morning, Gunter-dono.” 

Ergnard briefly replied to Gunter’s greeting. This simple 
exchange of greetings has been happening every day since 
the morning after | arrived. 


After breakfast, Ergnard would help train me in using the 
spear. Since | only have Gunter to train me here, Ergnard 
offered to instruct me since he had free time while acting as 
my bodyguard. | didn’t want a senior knight who was 
currently on active duty as a commander to be my 
instructor, but he immediately bowed my head, so here we 
are now. Gunter was in charge of my physical fitness and 
basic training. 

Compared to the spear skills that Ergnard was teaching 
me, Claudia’s spear skills were highly technical and was 
unfit for me, since | am still a child who lacks physical 
strength. For better or for worse, Claudia’s spear skills were 
for nobles, and they were too formal to use in an actual 
battle. Ergnard noticed that | was using those skills, and 
taught me a more suitable way to handle the spear while 
maintaining the basic movements that Claudia had taught 
me. He focused on attacks that caused lethal damage using 
the spear tip. Ergnard mentioned that Claudia’s spear skills 
incorporated many elements from staff skills, and mainly 
coached me on techniques that could kill my opponent by 
taking advantage of those movements. 

Today, Ergnard brought out two wooden spears that are 
normally used for practice from the armoury, and two other 
spears which had an unfamiliar tip. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, I’m going to teach you some new 
moves today.” 

“New moves?” 

“Yes, I’m going to teach you how to wield a halberd.” 


Ergnard placed all the weapons on the ground and told 
me to look at the tips. 

Regular spears were made from wooden shafts with 
Sharpened cone-shaped metal heads attached, and was 
designed to pierce armour. People basically take advantage 
of the length to stab enemies and was designed so that 
even people who have no knowledge of martial arts can kill 
enemy soldiers. It’s commonly used by infantry soldiers. 

In comparison, the spear that Ergnard had brought out 
today was a bit shorter in length. The halberd was a spear 
with an axe blade attached to the spear tip, and a sharp 
triangular shape blade on the other side just like a double- 
edged blade. The other halberd was made out of wood, so it 
was probably for practice purposes. 
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“It’s a bit difficult to use, but it’s a strong weapon once 
mastered. I’ve heard that the Kaldia army is mostly made up 
of cavalry troops. This weapon works well both on 
horseback and on the ground, so | think I'll be good for you 
to learn it.” 

| nodded in understanding, and he passed me the 
wooden halberd. It was heavy with the blade. What’s more, 
it shook in my hands as gravity tugged down its weight. | 
can’t wield it like | want to. 

He started off with basic handling techniques, and when 
we started sparring with each other, the lunch bell rang. 

“... It’s lunchtime, so let’s end here today.” 

Ergnard said coolly, and he had barely sweated in this hot 
summer heat, |, on the other hand, was so exhausted that | 
couldn’t even speak. My whole body was weary since | had 
to use muscles that | don’t normally use in order to control 
this new weapon, and just thrusting it made my body shake 
and decreased the strength of my attacks. As | tried to catch 
my breath somehow, Ergnard said, “It'll be dark by the time 
you reach the dining hall,” and picked me up under his 
armpit. 


After getting some rest and having lunch, Ergnard asked 
me if | wanted to go see the training grounds. Then, | 
recalled what he had said earlier this morning. Come to 
think of it, Earl Einsbark gave me permission to observe 
their training. 

Currently, the Kaldia fief soldiers were training under 
Jugfena Fortress soldiers. Gunter, Earl Einsbark and | think 
that it is pointless for the fiefs’ armies to just move around, 
SO we are working together and getting as much training as 
possible before the Densel soldiers draw closer. The soldiers 
and knights train in the southernmost part of Jugfena 
Fortress in a giant box-like building near the castle walls. | 
have never been there since | received my training; 
between a fortress and castle walls. 


“... Does Earl Einsbark want me to see how my soldiers 
are doing, since he gave me permission to the training 
grounds, even though | didn’t request for it?” 

“Probably.” 

| asked Ergnard for confirmation, and he nodded without 
any hesitation. Gunter had a complicated expression on his 
face as he looked at us since he didn’t understand the 
roundabout way of conversations between nobles. 

“Then, | suppose | have to go and take a look.” 

| felt like it would only be disadvantageous if | said | 
wouldn’t go, so | said that, and Ergnard smiled ambiguously. 
It was as if he was smiling at a child making progress, or 
maybe it was a smile he directed at mature children. 


The black iron fortress’s training ground was much more 
rugged and overwhelming that | expected. | wonder if 
Ergnard went out of the castle to show me this. This is the 
first time that I’m seeing the imposing profoundness of this 
box-like structure up close, since | have never gotten close 
to it before. It had four tall towers in each of its corners, 
which were higher than the castle tower, and | looked up 
reflexively to see the top and nearly fell down. 

“Uh-oh. Be careful.” 

Ergnard put his hands around my back, so my head didn’t 
hit the hard stone pavement. 

“... ve shown you something unsightly.” 

| made a fool of myself just now because | had forgotten 
that my body was still that of a child’s. | desperately tried 
not to look embarrassed as | squeezed those words out and 
Ergnard laughed as if he had seen through me. It might 
seem like | was having too much fun... | felt ashamed when | 
thought of this. Even Gunter was half-laughing at me while 
looking at me even though he wasn’t saying anything. 

The training ground was lit up by lights even though it 
was still daytime, but it was still dimmer than outside. It was 
built similar to an area, and the soldiers were repeatedly 


practising crowd formation and dispersion in the centre. My 
soldiers were wearing metal items on their hands, shins, 
and heads. These equipment were used 20 years ago and 
were passed down as gifts since no one used them now. 

Metal equipment will be essential if | want to improve the 
quality of my army in the future. It might be fine for my 
army to use the donated old equipment for now, but Kaldia 
will need to learn how to process metal if we want to make a 
cavalry squad, or else the maintenance costs will increase 
by many folds. | need to attract a skilled blacksmith to my 
fief as soon as possible. However, | have concerns about 
public order right now since we’re accepting so many 
refugees. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, what difficult things are you thinking 
about?” 

When | suddenly noticed Ergnard’s voice, he was already 
going down the stairs to the centre. Gunter was looking at 
me in amazement next to him. 

“You seem to be glaring at the soldiers with stern eyes... 
Do you think the training is insufficient?” 

“N-no. That wasn’t it.” 

Does it seem that way when | look at the equipment and 
think about the fief? | quickly shook my head and denied 
what he had said, and Ergnard silently tilted his head. 

“It... It’s because their movements have gotten so much 
better. | was wondering what type of training they went 
through to improve so much in a short amount of time.” 

“Didn't you come here to learn that? Come on.” 

Ergnard beckoned at me while smiling wryly. His 
appearance triggered a vague memory in my brain. | 
wondered what that memory was for a short while, but 
nothing came to mind no matter how many times | tried to 
remember it. | climbed down the stairs as Ergnard held my 
hand, then | realised, aah, it was similar to something | had 
seen in my previous life. | felt a fleeting sense of loneliness 


even though | thought that my previous life memories had 
mostly faded. 


Before | realised it, my observation turned into training 
me on how to command which continued until dinner time. | 
had to move in the afternoon even though | was tired from 
learning new things in the morning, and by the time dinner 
arrived, | was so tired that | barely managed to stay awake. 

“Hey, are you alright, My Lord?” 

Gunter, who was sitting next to me, frowned and shook 
me while looking worried. | listened to his voice in a daze for 
a while, then finally noticed that he was talking to me. “I’m 
alright,” | replied and slowly nodded. It felt tiring to talk too. 

“It doesn’t seem like you’re alright.” 

He seemed relieved that | had finally responded to him, 
but he still didn’t seem to believe me. He looked at me in 
amazement and pinched my cheeks. Stop it. | slapped his 
hand, and he finally took his hand back. 

“I'm tired... can’t you leave me alone...” 

“Well, that’s obvious to see. Can you walk to your bed? 
You look like you’re going to fall asleep right now.” 

“If she can’t, then I'll carry her there. No need to worry, 
Gunter-dono.” 

Ergnard was having his dinner by my side. He elegantly 
wiped his mouth with a napkin before interjecting himself 
into our conversation. My brain already stopped working at 
this point and stared hazily at Gunter and Ergnard when 
they started talking about something. | looked up at the two 
who were talking while looking at me in surprise and worry 
while recalling the memory that Ergnard had triggered back 
at the training ground. 

“... Ah, mum and dad?” 

This time, | speedily recalled my parents from my 
previous life and muttered. 

Gunter and Ergnard’s startled faces were the last thing | 
saw before | lost consciousness and fell between the plates. 


I’m at my limit. This was the first time | had dozed off in this 
world. | could hear people panicking around me, and | 
listened in both wonder and satisfaction. 

Behind my closed eyelids, Ergnard and Gunter’s images 
overlapped with my parents from my previous life, and for 
some reason, Kamil’s image overlapped them all. The first 
person to treat me with kindness in this world. The person 
who gave me a sense of security like my parents in my 
previous life did. Now that all the unnecessary thoughts 
were blown from my mind from drowsiness, | could admit 
this without any hesitation. 

| want to see Kamil. | haven’t cleared my doubts yet, but | 
still want to see him. Strangely, that emotion filled my mind. 


Chapter 10 


Part 1 





That morning | didn’t hear the familiar low chimes 
of the bell. 

Kan, kan, | heard the high-pitched sounds of metal being 
struck here and there, and the sounds were gradually 
getting louder. | thought that it was such a daunting sound 
that increased tension. It was actually informing us that we 
needed to be vigilant about something. 

| opened my eyes in surprise, and it was still dark inside 
my room. The sky was still dark blue outside my window. It’s 
before dawn. The metallic sounds didn’t stop and instead 
increased in momentum. | got off my bed while my heart 
was still pounding. 

Just as | had taken off my pyjamas and was putting on my 
tunic, there was a hasty knock at my door. Rather than a 
polite knock, the person was slamming their fists onto the 
door and the door creaked slightly to the sound. It was the 
first time | had heard such a knock, and | gulped 
involuntarily. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, it’s me, Ergnard! You can stay in 
your pyjamas so please open the door!” 

Ergnard, who was usually calm, was shouting anxiously 
from the other side of the door. | felt slightly relieved since it 
was someone | knew. 

“I'll open it now.” 

| quickly removed the latch on the door with my 
dalmatica still in hand, and Ergnard threw the door open. 


The flames that lit the corridor entered my room and dimly 
lit it up. 

“Listen, it’s the Densel army. The Densel army made their 
camp last night on the other side of the Great Plains.” 

“eqyn 

| was surprised when | heard that the Densel army had 
made camp, and looked out the window, even though | 
couldn’t see them. Beyond the fortress walls was the flat, 
wide Great Plains. That was all | could vaguely see. 

“The draconis detected their scents. We’ll be sending out 
a reconnaissance unit once the sun rises, and we’ll prepare 
for battle. Where’s your battle gear?” 

Ergnard rudely slipped into my room as he said that. “In 
the lacquered box,” | answered, and he jogged to the box 
and went through all its contents. 

“What about that? ... Alright, it’s in here. Let’s go, Earl 
Einsbark is waiting for you.” 

My body suddenly floated in the air the moment | 
nodded. | felt pressure on my stomach, and a moan escaped 
from the back of my throat. By the time that | finally 
understood that Ergnard was carrying me, Ergnard was 
walking in the opposite direction from where we usually 
went with large strides. 


Dawn came quickly. Ergard and | arrived at a room in the 
fortress when the golden sun gradually began rising on the 
other side of the forest. It had only been 10 minutes, but the 
scene outside of the window had changed significantly. 

“You've arrived?” 

“Yes, just now.” 

Ergnard put me down, and | staggered a few steps. | was 
a bit groggy since my body was a bit shaken. 

“... Are you alright, Viscountess Kaldia?” 

“Y-yes. I’m fine.” 

| no longer felt as if | was spinning around, and had no 
problems standing up properly and bowing. Earl Einsbark 


checked my appearance, nodded, then motioned for me to 
take a seat over on the sofa. Ergnard and | both sat down 
across from Earl Einsbark. There was a table in between us, 
on which a map of the surrounding the royal fief was spread. 

On the map to the east of Fort Jugfefna in the middle of 
the Great Plains was a toy that represented the enemy 
soldiers. Also, there was a piece in the Bandishia Plateau 
that represented the enemy force, and a piece that 
represented an unknown force. Those pieces probably 
represented the Sill tribe and the Densel army unit that was 
chasing after them. 

“We sent out a draconis scout unit the moment that the 
Densel army was detected, but currently, we only know that 
they’ve made their camp and are unsure of their exact 
numbers.” 

Earl Einsbark picked up a tiny toy piece. He placed it next 
to the piece on the Great Plain. Apparently, that represented 
the scout unit. 

“We wouldn’t have noticed them if we didn’t have the 
draconis.” 

“Bastards,” Ergnard muttered under his breath. | looked 
at the pieces on top of the map and was impressed by how 
skilfully things were done. As long as they have the pretext 
of suppressing the Sill tribe, a group of rebellions, they can 
make an excuse to set up camp, chase the tribe down, and 
catch all of them in a pincer attack. It was such a grand 
move to corner less than 100 members of the equestrian 
tribe. Even Earl Einsbark seemed daunted. 

Even if they hadn’t done that, they had already mobilised 
300 troops to chase after the Sill tribe. They deployed more 
soldiers, and even dared to make camp at the national 
border. If the draconis hadn’t detected them, then we 
wouldn’t have been able to go on alert. Is this how the 
Densel army operates? | glared at the pieces with a terribly 
cold feeling. 

“.. The sun has come up.” 


A knock sounded at the door just when Earl Einsbark 
gazed out the window, and a knight entered the room after 
he was granted permission. 

“Reporting in, the scout unit has returned! The Densel 
army numbers about 700, and they have siege engines in 
their camp!” 

“Foolish. Does Densel really intend to declare war with 
our kingdom?!” 

Ergnard barked in anger, then stood up with a clatter. | 
looked at the map again. There is no reason for Densel to 
declare war on Arxia before Rindarl is established. What is 
the meaning of this? | grinded my teeth. If only Earl Thelesia 
was here, | thought painfully. | want to hear his opinion. | 
suddenly looked up and saw that Earl Einsbark was looking 
at me, amusingly. He changed his focus in an instant, and 
also stood up from the sofa. 

“Tell Vormav to have the soldiers line up in front of the 
fortress walls.” 

His voice was solemn. | couldn’t help but straighten my 
back. 

“Yes!” 

The soldier bowed and left the room. A moment of silence 
filled the room. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, get dressed and head to the other 
side of the fortress walls with Ergnard. If you have anything 
to tell your army, then I'll listen to it now.” 

“There’s nothing. Thank you for asking.” 

Earl Einsbark nodded once, and sighed heavily before 
exiting the room. 

War is now imminent, and is just a stone’s throw away 
from becoming reality. | was tense to the point of clutching 
my fists, but | wasn’t filled with fear yet. | checked my 
mental state, which was surprisingly calm, and nodded to 
myself. 

This day has finally come. It was finally happening on the 
morning of the 21st day since I’ve come to Jugfena Fortress. 


The soldiers, who were lined up in the front of the fortress 
walls, silently checked their own equipment. | kept glaring at 
the map of the surrounding territory in my hands while 
feeling extremely tense. 

The role given to the Kaldia army in the upcoming battle 
on the plains was defending the left wing formation, and to 
guide the Sill tribe back to the fortress when the Sill tribe 
and their pursuers engage in battle, midway. 

The inner part of the left wing consisted of spear infantry 
in close formation, and our role was to ambush the Sill 
tribe’s pursuers. In addition, a cavalry unit will be heading 
eastward through Amon Nohl towards Bandishia Plateau. 
They will help and guide the Sill tribe. They have also been 
included in the refugees who we've decided to accept. Thus, 
we have to guide them to the fortress. The refugees, who 
have arrived at the fortress, are farmers, and they belong to 
a class of rulers in Artolas. If we can acquire the Sill tribe, an 
ex-ruling class, and don’t receive a declaration from them 
saying that the refugees are ‘Ar Xia believers’, then the 
refugees would feel obliged to Densel and by extension the 
Rindarl Union. 

Among the reasons to help the refugees discussed at the 
House of Lords, one was that we must defend our fellow 
believers who are being religiously persecuted in other 
kingdoms. 

Earl Einsbark must issue the order for troops to move out 
because he knows this well. 

| don’t think that Densel predicted that we would shield 
and come to the aid of the Sill tribe, but there is no way 
they prepared that many troops just to chase the Sill tribe. 
This is evident from the fact that they have brought siege 
weaponry, even though it’s not needed to subdue the Sill 
tribe. What’s more, there’s no way anyone could watch as 
the Sill tribe gets pincer before their eyes. 

“My Lord, here, your sword.” 


| didn’t realise that someone was next to me, and | raised 
my face in response to the soft voice that was calling me. 
When | looked up, | saw Gunther holding a shortsword for 
me. 

“... Oh, ah. My bad, Gunter.” 

| quickly received the sword from him, folded up my map, 
and put it away in my waist pouch. | also sheathed the 
shortsword into the scabbard attached to my belt. | had 
completely forgotten to equip myself with a sword since | 
had already stood my spear next to me. | must have been 
too tense. 

The Kaldia army would not voluntarily engage in the 
battle itself, since this was a military operation. But even so, 
the situation on the battlefield could change at any 
moment, so | need my sword for self-defence, and to lead 
my soldiers. The soldiers will march when they see my 
hoisted sword on top of the horse. 

“It’s fine, nobles usually have servants help them prepare 
for war. And, there’s no one here who will help you get 
ready, My Lord.” 

“I’ve made you act like a servant even though you’re a 
soldier.” 

Gunter, who was friendlier and more loose-lipped than 
usual, was being considered towards me, even if | didn’t 
want to admit it. 

... | will be standing on the battlefield. Just by thinking 
that, my heart, which had remained calm until now, 
suddenly started thudding in my chest. | took deep breaths 
to slow down my rapid heartbeats. 

“Sorry, Gunter.” 

“... What for? If it’s about the sword, then I’ve already 
heard it.” 

It was my fief army’s first campaign. I’m not permitted to 
freeze from tension since I’m their leader. | was grateful that 
Gunter hadn’t said that in words. It'll be fine once my 
tension clears, | tried not to worry. 


“Well, it’ll be nice if Kamil was here. Make up once you 
get back.” 

“\.. Yeah, | will.” 

Was it good that | was able to organise my emotions 
when | got away from the Golden Hill Mansion? 

Strangely, | nodded obediently. Gunter looked at me in 
surprise, and then sighed. 

“... |don’t know what happened between you two, but be 
that honest with Kamil too. After the birthday celebration, 
he’s been dealing with his problems the best he could. That 
orphan almost killed you. And, we didn’t show much 
compassion. We don’t want to listen to those without 
willpower.” 

| watched Gunter’s back as he returned to the army line 
after he had said what he had wanted to say. | don’t think 
he’s someone who would spoil me... but, | wonder if he 
thought it was evitable for a child to back away just before 
the battle, even if she is the feudal lord. 

Those without willpower, is it? Does that mean that the 
soldiers recognise my guts? Anyway, | slapped my cheeks 
and got myself fired up. | can’t fall off my horse from 
thinking too much. 


Part 2 


In the meantime, | heard a voice say, “Line up!” and the 
soldiers, who had all finished preparing their equipment, 
organised themselves while making clanking noises. 

“Are you ready?” 

Vormav, who was standing in front of the troops, glanced 
around and spoke. He hadn’t spoken in a loud voice, but it 
carried well, just like his father Earl Einsbark’s voice. The 
soldiers and the knights all saluted at him together. He 
briefly informed the troops that the Densel army was right 


upon our doorstep, and that we were going to battle to 
protect the Sill tribe. When the soldiers responded, Vormav 
stepped down, and Wiegraf stepped forward. 

“The infantry and cavalry troops will set camp outside the 
castle walls. The centre formation shall consist of the lst 
and 4th Knight Orders, as well as Egor’s squad; the right 
wing shall consist of the 2nd Knight Order and Levski’s 
squad on the outside; and the left wing shall consist of 
Palakis’s squad the Kaldia fief army. All archers shall man 
the castle walls. Avelyn squad, please take charge of the 
fortress and wall defences. The 3rd Knight Order is acting as 
a detached force and has already moved out.” 

The 3rd Knight Order that he had just mentioned is 
probably the unit that is meant to guide the Sill tribe. Not 
counting the archers, the 3rd Knight Order, and the squad 
who we were leaving behind to defend the fortress, our 
battle strength is approximately 450 troops. Being 
surrounded by 700 soldiers is a tough battle, but our victory 
isn’t winning against the Densel army. 

“Listen up, our main objective is to protect the Sill tribe, 
not the eradication or retreat of the Densel army.” 

The overall plan was to first get into the arranged 
formations and march our soldiers towards the Densel army 
camp, both as a threat and to directly inquire the meaning 
behind their advancing army. Judging from their situation, 
the war will surely start, and our tactical objective is the 
destruction of their siege weaponry. Along with joining up 
with the Sill tribe, the 3rd Knight Order and the Kaldia army 
will protect the Sill tribe, and withdraw. Afterwards, the 
knights and soldiers will also retreat, and we will focus on 
defending the fortress. 

“Retreating is a difficult strategy, but it’s not impossible 
based on the situation. Don’t turn your backs on the enemy, 
and don’t forget to keep formation while retreating.” 

The knights showed an admirable salute after the chief of 
staff, Wiegraf, personally informed them of our battle 


strategy. Behind them, the soldiers looked anxious as they 
also saluted. 

| suddenly realised that it’s also their first time fighting 
against people. The Densel army hadn’t gotten this close to 
Jugfena Fortress since the Artolas War, 17 years ago. 

Just like its neighbouring kingdoms, Arxia uses a 
conscription system to recruit soldiers, so it was common for 
farmers, who have only ever used hoes and ploughs, to get 
drafted onto the battlefield during wartimes. In fact, half of 
the soldiers in the Kaldia army were farmers, and even 
those who were enlisted in the army and not drafted will 
return to their hometown for three months of the year to 
cultivate the fields, and they were also the ones who grew 
the wheat in the land under my direct control. When | 
thought like that, | felt anxiety creep up from my toes. How 
many people here actually have real combat experience? 

| shook my head a little, and raised my head to dispel the 
anxiety and tension that | was feeling. War had nothing to 
do with me in my previous life, so the concept of people 
killing each other on a battlefield had only seemed like a 
fantasy up until now. My head can’t keep up with the reality 
that was unfolding in front of my eyes, this doesn’t excuse 
my naivety towards reality. How many times have | reflected 
on the reality that was happening right in front of me? | 
chewed the inside of my cheeks lightly, and used the pain to 
discipline myself. | organised my feelings faster than usual 
because of the pain. 

| straightened my back and got on my horse. Now that | 
was on the same line of sight as an adult, | saw knights clad 
in black on the other side of the soldiers. 

“Eliza-dono!” 

Ergnard came running up to me among the soldiers 
trickling out through the castle gate. 

“Be careful out there. | pray that Xia Fema and Misorua 
keep you Safe.” 


“Same to you. Your role is probably much more 
dangerous than mine.” 

After all, he is in the centre formation. Moreover, his role 
is to rush at the enemy when the battle starts. His job was 
much more dangerous than mine. Ergnard smiled softly, and 
stoked my hair without messing it up. 

“I'm fine. |, and the people around me, are all prepared to 
die. However, | have no intentions of dying in such a small 
Skirmish.” 

| couldn’t say a word. All | could do was keep staring at 
his face to the extent of burning it into my mind. It was a bit 
different from his words hitting me in the chest, but his 
words did ‘stab’ me in the chest. 

“... Take care.” 

| finally managed to squeeze out with much difficulty, and 
Ergnard’s smile deepened for a moment before he left. 


The soldiers quickly got into formation outside of the 
fortress walls. “Densel’s army has noticed us,” the leader, 
Vormav, said. They don’t know that we have draconis here, 
so they probably won’t know that we’re aware of their 
movements. On the battlefield, the side with more 
information has the advantage. One of the basics is to move 
quickly so that the other side doesn’t get your information. 

“Everyone, advance!” 

The drum was beaten heavily and in a steady rhythm at 
Vormav’s command. In accordance with the beating, the 
soldiers advanced. While surrounded by soldiers, | was 
impressed by their marching, even though | knew it was 
inappropriate. During my birthday celebration march, | kept 
thinking that | wanted a marching band and, as expected, 
the soldiers marched with much more unison with even just 
one drum. The soldiers in my army stuck to the rhythm of 
the drum; they had probably acquired this skill from 
practicing here. The left-wing stuck out because of the flat 


terrain here, but we were still within a 200 metre distance of 
the centre, so it wasn’t a problem. 

Before long, the Densel army’s tent gradually came into 
view on the horizon; and also their 700 troops who were 
lined up densely at the front. 

“oon 

But the closer we approached, the more | felt that 
something was off. | squinted since | couldn’t ignore this 
trivial feeling, and probably because | looked insecure, 
Gunter asked, “What’s wrong?” 

“| don’t know... but, something seems strange about the 
enemy. It might just be my imagination.” 

“Huh? ... Hang on a second.” 

Gunter glared suspiciously at the enemy camp when he 
heard what | had said, and | thought he was going to remain 
silent, but then he raised his voice, impatiently, “Hey.” 

“There’s no horses in the enemy ranks. And, most of the 
troops seem strange and their heads are fluttering about.” 

When | heard that their heads were fluttering, the 
memory of scarecrows, which were placed in fields, from my 
previous life suddenly flashed through my mind. Their heavy 
heads would flutter in the wind. When | look back on this, | 
was often impressed that such a thing conveniently came to 
my mind at a time like this. 

“... This is probably a decoy.” 

“What did you say?!” 

“Who, who is the fastest in our army!?” 

When | turned around and shouted this, my army 
soldiers, who were following behind me, stopped in surprise. 
Dammit, | frowned when the soldiers froze up, and a skinny 
arm rose up from among them. 

“Yes! I’m quite confident in my speed, and everyone says 
I’m the fastest!” 

The one, who pushed the soldiers aside and stepped out 
as he said this, was a squire named Paolo; he is a boy witha 
Short build. We crossed paths when he joined the army. 


“Alright, then I’m giving you an order. Head directly to the 
lst Knight Order in the centre formation, and give their 
leader, Ergnard, this message, the enemy army seems 
strange. They have no horses present, and their soldiers 
look like props.” 

“Isn't that terrible!? I'll go right now!” 

Paolo raised his voice with his eyes wide in surprise, but 
he knew the urgency of the situation, and immediately 
sprinted in a diagonal direction. His back that had gone off 
to the distance was honestly fast, and | felt strangely 
impressed that his confidence and reputation wasn’t just an 
exaggeration or a lie. 

“What's the matter, Viscountess Kaldia?” 

The vice-captain of the Palakins squad walked his horse 
over to us, probably because they were wondering why the 
Kaldia army had suddenly stopped marking. He’s an elderly 
soldier with a white moustache and a beard, and rather than 
fit, he is a bit more plump. 

“There’s something strange about the Densel army, | 
believe that it could be a decoy.” 

There are no horses, and the enemy soldiers’ heads were 
Swaying unsteadily in the wind, much like papier mache. 
The vice-captain listened to my explanation as he stroked 
his beard, but when | requested that he report the situation 
to his captain, he began to chuckle. 

“Kuku...” 

Gunter was struck speechless when the vice-captain 
suddenly began to laugh despite the tense situation. The 
vice-captain continued to laugh without regards. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, you’re really such an adorable child. 
You remind me of my grandson.” 

“Huh?” 

The vice-captain suddenly went off about something that 
| didn’t understand at all. | reflexively grimaced, but the 
man turned to Gunter and continued talking with a joyful 
expression on his face. 


“When they’re surrounded by only adults for the first 
time, children will say things that will make them stand out. 
You don’t need to take them seriously.” 

What the fuck is with this guy? His attitude and manner 
of speaking stunned both Gunter and l. 

“... If you have time to screw around, then quickly go and 
report this to your superior.” 

Gunter finally managed to squeeze his voice out and say 
something, and | could easily tell that he was exasperated 
with, and quite angry at, the vice-captain. The white 
moustache vice-captain grimaced slightly, but he didn’t say 
anything and walked his horse back to his rank the same 
way he had come. He stopped next to his squad captain, but 
judging from his attitude, he probably won't be carrying out 
my order. 

| had ordered the vice-captain to tell his captain what he 
had heard. | have no status in Jugfena Fortress, but I’m still 
an Arxian noble with the title of viscountess, and this won’t 
change in Jugfena Fortress or even in Densel land. | took my 
eyes away from the plump back that | had lost interest in, 
and felt something trembling at the back of my ears. 


Part 3 


“... Gunter, do you hear something?” 

“What is it this time? I’m not as young as My Lord is, my 
ears and eyes aren’t as good as yours...” 

He is still in his late twenties, yet he said something 
astonishing. Still, he was focused on listening for the 
sounds, so | didn’t say anything about this. 

“... IS that the sound of horse hooves?” 

“Can you tell what direction it’s coming from?” 

“How would | know? Do you think I’m a beast or 
something, you stupid brat?” 


Gunter resentfully spat out, and | decided to ignore his 
remark in this place. No one else can hear him anyway. 

“Claudia would have been able to tell.” 

“Don’t lump me together with that little girl.” 

Well, okay, | nodded and listened out for the sounds 
again. The vibrations echoed at the back of my ears, and 
now that he has mentioned it, they do sound like running 
horses. And, there was no way to tell which direction they 
were coming from. 

“My lord!!” 

Then, Paul came running back after | had just sent him off 
aS a messenger to the centre formation. Although he’s a 
squire, he was trained properly as a soldier, and he wasn’t 
even short of breath. 

“You really are fast.” 

“Thank you for the compliment. Hmm, Ergnard-sama said 
that he wants you to come to the centre formation, My 
Lord.” 

| frowned when | heard Paolo’s message from Ergnard. He 
wants me to leave my army? 

“... Alright, I’ll go.” 

Nevertheless, | must go if he wants me to come to him. 
Ergnard’s social status and his position in Jugfena Fortress is 
higher than mine. And, the fastest method is for me to go 
there since | am the only one on horseback. 

“Gunter, I'll leave the command to you for the time being. 
Paolo, get on the back. I'll take you with me to act as a 
messenger.” 

“Whawhat, me ride on My Lord’s horse?” 

“Hurry up.” 

Paolo is a squire who was trained to become a cavalry 
soldier in the future. Otherwise, | would never allow him to 
lead the reins on my horse. He still seemed lost so | glared 
at him. He panicked, then finally jumped on behind me 
smoothly. 


There seemed to be a state of confusion in the centre 
formation, and the soldiers all seemed awfully nervous. The 
aura was even heavier than when we were standing in front 
of the walls, before departure. 

“Ergnard-sama, | heard that you have summoned me?” 

“Ah, Viscountess Kaldia. I’m glad that you came over 
immediately.” 

When our horses were next to each other, he said, 
“Pardon me,” before picking me up and putting me on his 
horse. 

What is he suddenly doing? | was bewildered, but | heard 
him speak in a tiny voice from above my head, and realised 
that he was doing this so that the information wouldn’t leak. 
Paolo suddenly had to control my horse by himself and had 
his hands full. His situation was just the same as mine, 
before my birthday situation. The horse wouldn’t calm down 
and kept shaking its head. 

“Sorry about that.” 

“It’s fine. So, what did you want to talk about?” 

“The right wing will change directions and proceed 
southwest. | heard the sounds of horse hooves earlier. 
There’s a large team of horses nearby. When | received your 
report, | wondered if the Densel army had an even bolder 
plan.” 

We had headed directly east from Jugfena Fortress to get 
here, so deploying our right wing to the southwest would 
mean that he’s worried that the enemy army would slip 
pass us from the south and invade our kingdom. The 
elevation gets lower the further south we go. It was quite 
Slopped and stair-like in some places, so it may be quite 
hard to find the Densel army if they did take a southern 
route. If the Densel army is really advancing from the west, 
then they would definitely take the low southern routes. 

There were moats and fences further south of Jufgena 
Fortress for defence, but it wouldn’t be impossible to 
overcome those things if they really wanted to invade. The 


soldiers, who are usually on lookout, are participating in 
today’s expedition, and there are guards at the fortress. 
However, beyond the line of defence is the Monster Forest, 
home to all sorts of magical beasts. There is a reason why 
there is less security compared to other places; tens of 
thousands of troops would be needed to pass through the 
Monster Forest and invade the land. 

“| can’t get a good read on the enemy's intentions. | think 
the Densel army must have realised that we have left 
Jufgena Fortress... But, as for them setting camp, and 
making decoys out of papier mache...” 

“It definitely feels like they’re setting a trap.” 

Or rather, you can’t think of it as being anything but a 
trap. | answered while glaring at the shadows that can 
clearly be seen from where their camp was, and Ergnard 
agreed with me, “Yeah.” 

“... ll command the knights to inspect their camp. The 
others will wait here.” 

“Isn't it dangerous to stop here while we still don’t know 
the enemy’s intentions?” 

“That’s true, but we can get a good view of the Great 
Plains here. It should be safer here than heading towards 
the enemy camp. We have a lot of agile cavalry troops. 
When you return to your fief army, can you relay this 
message to the Palakis captain, the left wing soldier should 
proceed as planned, and protect the Sill Tribe while 
intercepting their pursuers?” 

When | heard him mention the Palakis squad, bitter 
feelings towards the vice-captain surged within me as | 
recalled my recent encounter with him. There’s no point in 
passing along any messages to someone that won’t listen to 
you... Him ignoring my orders in this situation will be taken 
as a serious offence when we go back to the fortress. He will 
also be charged with disrespect towards a noble; | wonder if 
that white-bearded vice-captain will be able to remain in 
Jugfena Fortress after that. 


“| understand.” 

| swallowed down my feelings and doubts, and nodded. 
Then, my body was picked up again. 

“If we both get through this battle safely, then let’s talk a 
little bit. It’ll be good for you to hear what | have to say.” 

“Small,” a knight whispered. 

Talk? What does he want to talk to me about? | pondered 
while nodding. 

“Good girl. Take care of yourself.” 

He whispered with a lot of affection before dropping me 
off back onto my horse. And so, | was sitting in front of 
Paolo, who had been struggling to control my horse, once 
again. | quickly took the reins of my horse, and it neighed 
and reared slightly. | controlled my horse and turned it to 
the left while stealing a glance at Ergnard’s direction. He 
was already nowhere to be seen. 

| ran my horse to the Palakis squad’s vanguard. The 
centre formation troops had already stopped moving as | 
made my way through, and the soldiers at the back of the 
leading right wing looked puzzled when they saw the centre 
had stopped. 

“Is the Palakis squad captain here?” 

Their vice-captain had just come over to the Kaldia army 
earlier, so | figured that their captain would most likely be 
leading their vanguard, but the person who was leading 
them was the white-bearded vice-captain. He smiled at me 
and asked, “What’s the matter?” 

“Ergnard-sama has ordered the troops to stop marching. 
The army will be on standby. And, where’s your captain?” 

“If you're looking for the captain, then he just headed 
over to the Kaldia army.” 

“What?!” 

| was bewildered by what | had heard, and couldn’t help 
but ask him to repeat himself. What does the Palakis squad 
captain want with my army? | saw a glimmer of malice in 
the vice-captain’s smile. 


“Our captain saw Viscountess Kaldia heading off 
somewhere earlier. He believed that there would be no one 
in charge, so he headed over there to act as commander in 
your place. After all, it’s quite well-known that the Kaldia 
army is a disorganised army that doesn’t even have military 
ranks.” 

It was obvious from his vile words that he was happy to 
hurt the feelings of a child. | didn’t want to deal with such 
ugliness anymore. 

“| think our army is much better than an army under an 
incompetent leader who can’t even accurately assess what 
they can and cannot say.” 

Paolo, who was sitting behind me, butted in blankly. | 
nearly burst into laughter from his comment, but | held it in. 
The white-bearded vice-captain’s detestable smile 
disappeared for a second. 

“Wha...?” 

“Right now, I’m extremely grateful that there isn’t 
someone who underestimates someone for being a child, 
finds it amusing to make fun of nobility, is stupid, and has 
bad taste in the Kaldia army.” 

| told him myself, and Paolo laughed cynically without 
holding back. He might have been hyped up since this is his 
first campaign. | didn’t feel like accompanying the vice- 
captain whose face had turned red for any longer, and 
turned my horse around to leave. My horse which had 
started galloping easily passed the vice-captain. | didn’t see 
that the vice-captain, who had been quite slow to react, had 
Slightly raised his hand. Even thinking about what he 
wanted to do with that hand was annoying. 

Now then, | wonder how my army is. Over there is the 
captain who had appointed that kind of man as the vice- 
captain. | have a rough idea about what kind of person the 
captain is. 


“I'm really sorry, | wilfully interrupted your conversation, 
My Lord.” 

When we left the Palakis squad, Paolo apologised for his 
rudeness. He wasn’t weirdly hyped like he had been when 
he had spoken ironically and laughed. 

“It’s fine. | also thought that filthy words were coming out 
of his mouth.” 

There was a second of silence before Paolo chuckled and 
said. 

“So that’s what My Lord was thinking. You seem a lot 
more mature than | am.” 


When | returned to the front of my army, Gunter was 
being strangely skilful as he marched the army onwards 
while yelling angrily at someone. 

“Like | said, | won’t follow your selfish decisions. 
Viscountess Kaldia personally told me to take command 
here!” 

“What’s the fuss about, Gunter?” 

| covered my ears to shield them from Gunter’s angry 
shouts, and asked. 

“... Oh, aah, My Lord. You’ve returned at the perfect time. 
Could you get rid of this guy?” 


Part 4 


| could see that Gunter’s face was full of frustration when 
he turned around. Gunter has a low boiling point, and was 
prone to using his firsts, so he was really showing quite a lot 
of self-restraint. 

“Oh, Viscountess Kaldia. You’re back?” 

The moment Gunter heard that overly cheerful voice that 
seemed awfully out of place on the battlefield coming from 
next to him, he grimaced. From over his shoulder, | saw a 


middle-aged man with a face that reminded me of a 
reptile’s. He is the captain of the Palakis squad. 

“.,. Gunter, Ergnard-sama has ordered the troops to stop. 
Tell the soldiers to stop.” 

| ignored the overly-familiar language from the captain, 
and directly gave Gunter an order instead. Gunter shook his 
head, then hoisted his sword. The captain looked around 
restlessly. 

“Stop marching!” 

The trailing soldiers immediately halted. The Kaldia army 
is quite small. Commanding them is easy once one knows 
how to. The captain, who had come here with the excuse 
that there was no commander, looked bored. Paolo spoke up 
and told the captain, “You can go back,” probably because 
he knew that | thought the vice-captain had a foul mouth. 

“Ergnard-sama has a message for you. The knights will 
be scouting the enemy camp, so the rest of the army will 
remain on standby. We, the left wing, do not know when the 
Sill tribe will join us, so we will stay on our guards.” 

“What?” the captain responded. He looked back at his 
Palakis squad, then quickly rushed back. The rear of his 
squad could see the rest of the army, so they had stopped, 
the middle also stopped since they had seen that the Kaldia 
army had halted, but the front was still marching forward. 

“... He should command his own squad before interfering 
with others.” 

Gunter said grumpily, while | silently watched as | drew a 
line across my neck with my thumb, then | pointed at the 
captain who was shouting, “Stop you idiots!” 

“Well, that’s what will happen.” 

Gunter shrugged, turned around and got back into line. 

“My Lord, I’m going to make a complaint about him and 
that senile old geezer when we get back to the castle.” 

“Do what you want. We don’t even know if we’ll survive 
this.” 


Gunter was more foul-tongued than usual, but it was easy 
to see that his mood had hit rock bottom. | recalled that 
Gunter was like this every day when | was thrown into the 
barracks last year... He really held himself back and finished 
my training without killing me. On the contrary, he is now 
serving as a bodyguard right by my side. The change ina 
person’s mind is indescribable. 

Maybe, they could have changed into good people 
if they had the impetus; the family that | had killed that is. 
Now that | can’t find words to describe a person’s change of 
heart, such thoughts gushed out from the back of my mind 
for some reason. | was the one who had cut off their chance 
to change, and cast them into oblivion. And, Kamil too. 

... That’s not what | should be thinking about now. | lightly 
shook my head to get rid of those thoughts, looked around, 
and carefully checked our position. Originally, the battle 
should have begun already, and we were a little past that 
point. The arrival of the Sill tribe seemed to be only a matter 
of time. 





We probably remained on lookout for about two hours. 
Nothing had happened during that time, and the plains were 
eerily silent, but my expression changed completely when | 
finally heard something from behind us. 

“What's that?” 

Gunter raised his voice in suspicion. A soldier from the 
back row spoke as if answering Gunter’s question. 

“My Lord! There’s a cloud of dust rising from behind us!” 

At almost the same time, | could hear battle cries coming 
from the centre formation. Is it an enemy attack? Don’t tell 
me they’re coming from behind us? 

“My Lord, look over there!” 

Paolo grabbed my shoulder. | turned my horse around to 
look in the direction he was pointing in, and saw black 
smoke rising from one of the tents in the back of the enemy 
camp. 


“... Fire?” 

| didn’t have the chance to think about it for long, 
because Gunter spoke again. 

“Oi, they’re coming!” 

The soldiers immediately stopped making a fuss, and 
their tension ran high. Horses were kicking up quite a lot of 
dust from the northeast. The soldier in front of the horses 
was holding the Jugfena Fortress flag. 

“Raise our flags!!” 

The 3rd Knight Order whose role was to guide the Sill 
tribe here was rapidly approaching us, and my army raised 
their flag as well. Then, | also heard an order from the side, 
“Take your positions!” The Palakis squad quickly fixed their 
crooked formation; they organised themselves into a dense 
formation and readied their spears. 

The Sill tribe and 3rd Knight Order rushed at us without 
reducing their speed. From what | could see, there were 
many men running on foot, followed by children on 
horseback; there were two to three children on each horse. 
The person, who was holding the flag, stopped in front of 
me and asked, “Would you happen to be Viscountess 
Kaldia?” | nodded to say that | was. He saluted me, then 
briefly reported the situation with the detached force. 

“About the Sill tribe, their numbers are more 
overwhelming than was reported. The woman who arrived 
at Jugfena Fortress apparently had to leave her clan behind 
in Bandishia Plataea. The men gave their horses to the 
children and women, and their warriors are running 
alongside our 3rd Knight Order.” 

“Understood.” 

While we were talking, the horses that had children on 
them started passing by us, and the women soon followed 
along with bustling noises and metallic clanging. Behind 
them were several armed knights; the rest of the knights 
were probably holding back the pursuers. 


“We probably fell into Densel’s trap. The Densel troops 
are moving from the south to the rear of the Jugfena army. | 
just heard the battle cries from the centre formation, so it 
won't be surprising if they’re already engaged in battle.” 

“Then, let us take retreat back to the fortress using 
Bandishia Plateau. Please leave the lead to me.” 

| had wanted him to lead, if possible, so | nodded right 
away. Then, a man from the Sill tribe who was on horseback 
stopped in front of us. He had a bow in his hands, but his 
quiver was empty. 

[jOi, they’re the last ones without weapons. What are we 
going to do now?![] 

He spoke in fluent Artolas. Only the knight and | 
understood what he had said, and Gunter and Paolo looked 
at each other blankly. 

[We'll go to our fortress through Bandishia Plateau! We 
can’t go through the plains since the battle has already 
begun! [] 

| slid my glance as the knight answered, and saw an 
arrow flying in our direction from further east. The angry 
yells and shrieks could be heard vividly. The pursuing Densel 
soldiers are close by. Meanwhile, the Sill tribe man who had 
used up all his arrows and injured people continued to rush 
forward. They smelled like blood and dirt. 

“Let’s go. It’s time to head for Jugfena Fortress.” 

“Understood. Viscountess Kaldia, please lead your army.” 

| was worried about leaving the rear guard up to the 
Palakis squad, but we couldn’t afford to stay here any 
longer. Paolo jumped off the horse as if he had just 
remembered to do so, and | pulled the reins. 

“Kaldia army, prepare to withdraw! We’re withdrawing!” 
The soldiers | rode past turned around and raised their 
swords and spears. Among them, | saw the Sill tribe warriors 

give up their horses to those running in the lead. 

“We're going to return to Jufgena Fortress through 
Bandishia Plateau! Begin marching!!” 


As soon as the troops started withdrawing, the rear of the 
Palakis squad advanced forward. The last things | heard 
were people’s shrieks, horses neighing and people 
screaming, combined with the sound of metallic clanging. 


The exhausted Sill tribe, numbering roughly 300, all tried 
their hardest to go as fast as they could, despite their 
condition. Those who couldn’t run anymore would change 
places with those on horses, and those who looked like they 
would collapse were supported by others as they made a 
run to Jugfena Fortress under the leadership of the knights. 

A lot of people were reaching their limits, since we were 
mostly going uphill. But even so, they didn’t slow down 
because they were scared that the battle sounds right 
behind them would catch up to them. 

Turning back, | could see the forces from Jugfena Fortress 
fighting with the Densel army. | could see the whole 
situation clearly since they were battling at a lower 
elevation than us. 

The Jugfena Fortress army had indeed fallen into the 
Densel army trap and were attacked from an unexpected 
direction, so the two armies’ positions were reversed. 

The Jugfena Fortress army would fire arrows at the Densel 
army if they stepped back, and if the Jugefena Fortress army 
stepped back, then they would be caught in the fire that 
was engulfing the Densel army tents. Both armies were at 
their last stand, and the situation would most likely develop 
into a scene of brutal carnage, since they had nowhere to 
run. 

Even though | couldn’t possibly see him because of our 
distance, | noticed myself looking for a speck of black 
amongst the chaos. 

“We're almost there, everyone please keep doing your 
best.” 

Suddenly, one of the knights, who had concealed his 
breath and remained silent up until now, suddenly 


encouraged the Sill tribe. He had spoken in Arxian instead of 
Artolas, but the meaning somehow transmitted to them, and 
they seemed relieved. He had probably said that to give 
them a sense of relief since we had reached a place where 
the enemy couldn’t see us even if the knight raised his 
voice. 

[It’s just a little further until we reach the fortress. Let’s 
go, everyone can take a rest once we reach our 
destination. 


Part 5 


| tapped the shoulders of a boy, who appeared to be the 
same age as me and was stagger and dragging his legs, and 
also spoke to him. | had already given the horse | was riding 
on to a younger child from the Sill tribe. As a noble, it was 
unfortunate to give my horse away, but | have already 
gotten used to walking endlessly from marching practices. 

The temperature gradually dropped, probably because 
we were heading northeast; since we are getting closer to 
Amon Nohl. It slowly got darker since the mountains are 
covered year round in snow clouds, casting an eerie shadow. 
Even so, the Sill tribe somehow quickened their pace. 

We finally reached a cave on the mountainside. The 
knights headed straight into the cave without hesitation. 
The Sill tribe, and the Kaldia army, followed after them. 

It was dark inside the cave, and it wasn’t stuffy even 
though it was summer. It was a little chilly, and completely 
silent inside. Some knights held dim lights in their hands, so 
at least, we could tell what direction we were travelling in. 
The lights that the knights were using were probably light 
emitting stones created from the scales of fire moths. They 
were rare stones that are hardly found, and their 
effectiveness was about the same as the fire moths 


themselves. After a while, the light in the knights’ hands 
illuminated the stone door in front of us. 

“Viscountess Kaldia, we have arrived at Jugfena Fortress.” 

A happy expression appeared on the knight who was 
walking in front of me. His relief was obvious to see. 

“Wait a minute, there’s no guards on the other side?” 

However, his relieved expression disappeared the instant 
another knight raised his voice. 

“That’s probably because we’re currently on wartime 
alert. There’s usually a guard at the door to prevent people 
from escaping. It won’t be good if people easily slip right 
across the border, after all.” 

“| see, so that happens?” 

| listened closely to the knights’ conversation, but | 
wasn’t convinced that that was a good reason to leave the 
door unguarded. Their security was too loose since they had 
left this hidden passage which led directly inside the fortress 
without a guard. | couldn’t get rid of the slightly ominous 
feeling that was hanging over me, and spoke to the two who 
were talking. 

“Something could have happened as well. Isn’t it better if 
we ascertain the situation inside before letting the Sill tribe 
enter?” 

The knights looked at each other then faced me and 
nodded. 

“Let’s have the Sill tribe rest here for a little while. Half of 
the 3rd Knight Order will guard them, and the other half will 
check the situation inside the fortress.” 

“Alright.” 

| had no objections with that and nodded, then a knight 
came forward. He spoke to me in a hushed tone. 

“... Viscountess Kaldia, is it alright if you join us in the 
fortress? There’s no guarantee that the Densel soldiers 
won't discover this cave, and chase us down. If that 
happens, then the Sill tribe can become chaotic. We can 


protect you from the enemy soldiers, but that would be 
quite challenging in a chaotic situation.” 

The knight spoke with a serious expression on his face, 
and | looked up to stare at him. He looked quite stern, and | 
couldn’t help but take a step back. | nodded in agreement, 
but the knight didn’t change his stern expression as he 
began dividing people into groups. | relaxed and loosened 
my stiff body. | ordered Gunter to tell our army about the 
situation, and that we would be heading into the fortress 
first to check out the situation while the Sill tribe took a 
break here. 

“Now then, everything’s ready, so let’s go.” 

One of the knights said, and everyone, who was selected 
to enter the fortress, lined up in front of the door. It took 
several people to open the heavy stone door, and it budged 
with creaking sounds, causing warm wind to blow this way. 

They must have drawn the blackout curtains, since it 
remained dark even though the stone door had opened. 
When | left the cave and entered the fortress, surrounded by 
Gunter, my bodyguard, and the 3rd Knight Order, | entered 
a large hall in the northernmost section of the fortress. We 
crawled out from behind a large tapestry with the Arxian 
crest on top of an altar where the master sat down at night. 

“... It’s really quiet.” 

There were no sounds in the large hall except for our 
breathing. It was so quiet, that | could even hear the sound 
of someone gulping. 

“Let’s... let’s go to the roof. The archer squad should be 
there.” 

The knight said, then he led us, and we began heading 
towards the nobles’ building from the northern hall. 

The nobles’ building in Jugfena Fortress is further north 
than the knight building where | am currently staying. It is 
where Earl Einsbark and his family usually live, and there 
are extra rooms for the occasional visiting noble as well. 
When the Earl and his sons had treated me to a feast to 


welcome me here, the dining room had been in that building 
as well. 

The nobles’ building has a first floor and a basement 
level, and there are residences and workplaces for the 
servants who work only in the nobles’ building. | had a room 
prepared for me in the knights’ building instead, because 
my current bodyguard is Gunter, a commoner, but servants 
from the nobles’ building clean my room and wash my 
clothes. Everyone in the nobles’ building should be in the 
basement right now, since it was a shelter in times of war. 

We walked through the empty nobles’ building and came 
out at the tower that connected it to the knights’ building. 
The tower had a spiral staircase where no more than two 
people can squeeze through at a time. We couldn’t stop at 
the small landing, so we climbed the stairs. Maybe because 
everyone was in a hurry, everyone was jogging up the 
stairs, which meant that | was close to sprinting. 

The knight in front didn’t even seem to consider that this 
place could possibly be under attack, and knocked on a door 
at the top of the tower. Beyond the door should be Earl 
Einsbark, the general, his son the chief of staff, Wiegraf, and 
the bow troops equipped with great bows. 

“... Hey, why’s there no response?!” 

The knight shouted in worry as he knocked on the door. 

The door opened as if it was tumbling, and the person, 
who came out, shouted in despair, “Einsbark-sama!!” 

The other knights also rushed out. | was forced to go 
along with them since | was caught in the flow. 

Sunlight reflected down on the red liquid that was 
spreading out from the bodies of men clad in metal armor, 
who were all slumped on the ground. The rooftop, which was 
drenched in red blood and the fallen people, didn’t have the 
nauseating scent of blood. Thus, the scene didn’t seem 
realistic. 

| could hear faint sounds of groaning coming from here 
and there. There must be a few people who were barely 


clinging onto life. | saw my army soldiers following from 
behind, but there didn’t seem to be anyone who came back 
to life. Everyone looked tense, and they burnt this tragic 
scene into their mind. 

There were about 40 archers who had fallen down in their 
pools of blood, and the knights in charge of Earl Einsbark’s 
personal protection were also here. There were also another 
30 dead people or so that appeared to be enemy soldiers; a 
trivial amount compared to their overall numbers. My 
judgement was hindered since they weren’t wearing tunics 
that indicated that they were Densel soldiers. However, | 
couldn’t find Earl Einsbark, who should be dressed in his 
black knightly attire, nor his son Wiegraf anywhere. 

“Einsbark-sama, are you here?! Einsbark-sama, Wiegraf- 
sama!!” 

The knights began desperately searching the area. Earl 
Einsbark also served as the leader of the knights, so they 
probably respected him a lot. Wiegraf is the chief of staff. 
His role is to come up with battle strategies for the knights 
to execute, so their lives depended on him; they must have 
a strong sense of mutual trust between them. 

While looking at this situation, | questioned whether or 
not my own army would also desperately search for me like 
this. | don’t think I’ve done anything deserving of respect, 
nor have | established a foundation of trust with them. | am 
the daughter of someone they all hate, and | have to be 
wary of them rebelling or killing me. Thinking about it now, 
my relationship with them is extremely dry and sad. But 
it was still better than dying from betrayal. Even if I’m 
gone, nobody would get worked up about me. 

When | slowly blinked and looked back up at my 
surroundings, | saw an old archer leaning against the wall. 
The man lying on top of him had black hair with streaks of 
blue spilling out from his helmet. Many soldiers lost their 
lives while lying on top of each other just like these two. But 





somehow, | realised that they seemed to be positioned as if 
they were protecting those two. 

Maybe, | approached with that thought in mind, and they 
turned out to be Earl Einsbark and his son, Wiegraf. They 
were both unconscious, but still breathing. | told the knight 
who was watching me, and he gulped as he went to confirm 
this for himself. 

“It’s, it’s Earl Einsbark and his son, Wiegraf-sama! They’re 
still alive!” 

“What, really?! Where?!?!” 

“Right here! He’s disguised as an archer!!” 

The knights gathered noisily and surrounded the two. My 
army and | handed this place to them, and took a step back. 
| turned to look at the wide Great Plains that could be 

seen from the fortress. Just yesterday, it had still been a 
lush green land filled with flowers, but they had turned into 
miserable plants after being trampled by people and horses 
today. Beyond that, | could see clouds of dust raising up in 
the distance. | wonder if it was because of the east wind 
that | could faintly hear the sounds of battle. Or, was it 
because Jugfena Fortress was engulfed in silence? 

The archers should have been packed on top of the 
tower’s roof as well, but | couldn’t see a single one of them. 
They had probably all been defeated. 


Part 6 


“Tsar, can | have a moment of your time?” 

One of my soldiers called out to me. He was on the 
opposite side of the tower from me, which looked in the 
direction of Arxia. 

“It’s about that...” 

The soldier was pointing straight below him. The place 
that | had tiptoed to see should be the refugee tents. 


However, what | saw instead was an incredible amount of 
dead bodies stacked on top of each other. The earth was 
stained in red. On top of them were the corpses of the 
archers and arrows that had been fired. 

“How could this happen...” 

| muttered reflexively. A wheeze escaped from my throat. 
The refugees were people without weapons or riches. Even 
so, the Densel soldiers killed them all. Isn’t that just a 
massacre? Rather than waging war in hopes of gaining 
something, didn’t they just come here to slaughter people? 

| could feel my hands shaking against the cold stone wall. 
Why did they kill everyone? Was it all just for pleasure? | bit 
my lip as | tried to bear the brunt of what | was feeling. Red 
eyes flashed across my mind. | saw my father with an 
ecstatic smile on his cold, yet handsome face. 

However, | didn’t have the time to be distracted by my 
vivid memories of father and his crazy smile. 

Their attack was sudden. On the other side of the tower 
we were on, that connected to the nobles’ building and the 
knight building, the door to the tower that connected the 
knight building to the barracks was suddenly kicked open. 
Soldiers held their swords and swarmed at us like an 
avalanche after the door slammed open, and slashed at my 
soldiers who were closest to them. 

“Dominic! Igor!” 

Instantly, fresh blood splattered from one of my soldier’s 
back while another had a sword pierced in his flank. 

My whole body mysteriously became hot and cold at the 
same time. When | realised this, | called out their names. My 
throat convulsed, and my voice came out more heart- 
breaking than | have ever heard it before. 

Igor, the young soldier who was slashed, looked at me 
clearly, and his voice trembled, “Run away.” Next, his body 
was brutally kicked away. His body rolled away like the 
carcass of an insect. 

“Ryszard, Wojciech!!” 


My soldiers attacked the ambushers who had cut down 
Dominic and Igor. However, they were surrounded by a 
greater number of enemies, and Ryszard and Wojciech were 
pierced with swords. Both of them collapsed on the stone 
paving with their eyes still wide open. | saw small drops of 
blood splash onto the arm | had thrown out as my arm 
convulsed, then someone’s arm blocked my vision. 

“My Lord, please fall back!” 

The arm belonged to Gunter. Under his protection, we 
retreated back towards the nobles’ building, and | placed my 
hand on the hilt of my sword. | thought that overly long 
weapons would be useless indoors, so | had left my halberd 
that Ergnard had taught me how to handle back in the 
mountain cave with the Sill tribe. 

The knights jumped forward from behind me like the 
wind. They began cutting off the enemy’s heads with their 
swords, then pierced through their chests. However, our 
assailants kept up their fierce attack. They were equipped 
with slightly shorter swords than what was normally used in 
Arxia, with extremely sharpened tips. The swords seem to 
be single-edged blades, and on top of being strong, they 
were easy to wield due to how light they were. 

It became a chaotic free-for-all melee on the fortress’s 
rooftop, and | could hear screams, cries, and angry roars. 
People from both sides were dying left and right, and some 
were even falling off the roof and dropping to the ground. At 
this ghastly scene, father’s loud laughter from long ago 
echoed at the back of my head. The hell that my father had 
created overlapped with the tragedy in front of me. My 
knees quivered, and my brain seemed completely numb. 

“Get out of here!” 

When Gunter shouted this, an attacker flew out from my 
blind spot behind a pillar. Gunter’s sword blocked the 
attacker’s sword as | jumped backwards. With the clang of 
sharp metal colliding, Gunter blew away his opponent with 


his shoulder. However, in the next instant, another enemy 
thirsted a short spear at Gunter. 

“Gunter!” 

| gulped. My body had become like lead, and wouldn’t 
listen to what | was telling it to do. My father’s laughter 
continued to echo at the back of my mind. Gunter 
successfully dodged the attack using the metal equipment 
that he had received from Jugfena Fortress, then slit the 
enemy’s throat with his sword. 

“Go quickly!” 

He roared angrily again in impatience. My body sprang 
into action, and finally took a step forward with my left foot. 
The other knights, who were in charge with my protection, 
were fending off attackers coming from all directions. 
Everyone was equipped with a sword, and alarm bells were 
going off in my brain. 

Turning around, | saw some knights retreating back into 
the nobles’ building with the unconscious Earl Euinsbark and 
Wiegraf. One of them noticed my situation, and came 
running back over with sword in hand. 

“Run quickly!” 

As soon as he yelled at me. | ran as fast as | could ina 
straight line towards him. From the side, | saw an unfamiliar 
gauntlet glove reaching out for me, and the knight ran over 
to me and sliced the hand off. A scream came from my 
right, and blood splashed on me. My right ear was beating in 
pain. Should | be happy that blood didn’t get into my eyes? | 
used the inside of my sleeve to roughly wipe off the blood 
on my forehead. | can’t stop just because | got splashed 
with some warm liquid, and | ran so fast that | could trip at 
any moment. Still, | felt that it took me a long time to 
approach the group of knights and cursed my young body. 

“Viscountess!!” 

Someone screamed. | jumped forward because | saw a 
reflection of light at the edge of my vision. Sure enough, | 
tripped. | heard the sound of my clothes tearing, and felt 


myself being pulled from behind. My cloak was probably 
torn. My helmet fell off, making a banging sound against the 
floor. The hilt of my sword was still in my hand. 

| jumped up without even taking a moment to catch my 
breath. Just behind me, | heard the sound of something 
heavy being knocked down into the place where my face 
had been one second earlier. | was so terrified that | couldn’t 
even look back, and ran so fast that | could trip again at any 
moment. However, something happened that made me 
choke. Someone had grabbed onto my clock. They lifted me 
up by my collar from behind, choking me. 

“Gahh...” 

| grab the cloth around my neck in deliria. Even so, my 
body easily floated into the air. | squirmed and kicked at 
whoever had lifted me up into the air, but it did nothing at 
all. | got dazzled by the pain. My vision started flickering, 
and my whole body shook violently. | was beginning to foam 
from my mouth, and it dripped down my jaw. 

HA brat on the battlefield? It’s the same everywhere.[] 

As everything in my world was getting blurry, the only 
thing | could still hear clearly was the coarse voice of a man. 

How pitiful. That’s right, at the very least, I'll let you 
have some fun before dying. Kids dream of flying in the sky, 
right? 

As he said so, the man began to guffaw unpleasantly. The 
tips of my toes touched something several times, then 





| suddenly felt the pressure and pain against my neck 
disappear. 

“Ah,” 

My sleeves and the hem of my cloak made annoying 
fluttering sounds. My arms automatically paddled in the air. 
All | grabbed was handfuls of air. After | was thrown off the 
top of the black iron fortress, | couldn’t help but think about 
free fall amusement park rides from my previous life, even 
though it was ridiculous. 


At the same time, goosebumps were crawling up my 
flesh. As | was approaching the ground, my fear of death, 
which had consisted of my father’s laughter, dispersed. 


My voice won’t come out. In the end, | might have been 
lucky that | had kept my mouth shut. 

Someone grabbed me by my belly, and it felt like my 
internal organs would spill out. My vision shook greatly. 
There was very little pain. 

The first thing that | saw was the ground sliding by. Next, 
was the shadow reflected on the ground; it was the shape of 
a draconis wing, spread out and gliding in the wind. 

_ You alright?!” 

| heard a familiar voice next to me, and | choked for a 
different reason than earlier. 

It hasn’t been that long since he went away or to 
be precise, since | had chased him away . That voice 
made me feel so relieved that the corner of my eyes were 
warming up. 

“Why... Kamil. Why are you here?” 

Those weren’t the words | wanted to say. However, the 
words that | wanted to say were caught at the back of my 
throat, and won’t come out. 

“Honestly, you’re not cute at all, Tsar.” 

He pulled me up onto Rashiok’s back with a gentle and 
wry smile. Even his behaviour made my chest ache in pain. 
Kamil. Why did you come here? 

“Are you alright, Helvetia-dono?!?!” 

| heard another familiar voice come from above me, and 
when | looked up, | saw a red-winged draconis flapping in 
the air. Its wings had a different hue from Rashiok’s reddish- 
purple wings, but they looked beautiful as they sparkled in 
the sun. This is probably one of Rashiok’s siblings. 




















“Claudia-dono?” 

| could see Claudia’s face from the side of the draconis’s 
wing as her stunning blonde hair blew in the wind. Probably 
because she hadn’t seen me in a long time, she only 
remembered the ‘el’ in my name. Who the heck is Helvetia? 
Why are both of them here? | furrowed my brows in 
confusion, and noticed someone else behind Claudia. 

“... Who’s that?” 

He looks familiar, | thought. His stern expression vaguely 
reminded me of Earl Theleisa. That must be why | felt déja 
vu. 

“Leave this place to me, and go!” 

That was the only thing the man said before the red- 
winged draconis flapped its wings and rose to the sky. Did 
they have a plan? Kamil and Rashiok also rose up as well. 
Rashiok’s wings made fluttering noises next to my feet. The 
two draconis soared lightly back up to the rooftop. 


Part 7 


Both sides who were busy killing each other looked up. 

With some kind of balance, Claudia somehow stood up on 
the red-winged draconis with her favourite spear in one 
hand, and a bow and arrow in her other, for some reason. 
Her lips were raised in a smile, and she seemed like she was 
having fun. Still, her smile didn’t remind me of my father’s 
repulsive smile; maybe because her smile didn’t have any 
dark feelings hidden behind it. 

Then Claudia jumped off the draconis’s back 
without hesitation. She folded her arms with her weapons in 
hand, and landed gracefully in the middle of the battle. The 
loud thud caused by her landing caused a moment of 
silence over Jugfena Fortress. She hadn't fallen from a great 
height, but why didn’t she damage her bones and internal 





organs? No matter how | look at it, it didn’t look like she had 
warded off the impact. Just how much does this girl break 
the rules of common sense? Claudia’s actions seemed so 
Surreal that it eased my tension a little. 

Claudia inhaled and took a deep breath, then announced 
herself grandly. 

“MY NAME IS CLAUDIA LORENZORELL. I’M DEEPLY 
INDEBTED TO VISCOUNTESS KALDIA, SO | CAME TO THIS 
BATTLE TO AID THE KNIGHTS OF JUGFENA FORTRESS!!” 

My eardrums throbbed from her loud voice. The soldiers 
and knights standing closest to her whether they be 
enemies or allies were all covering their ears as well. Rather 
than an otome game, how about changing the genre to 
Shounen manga? | had this out-of-place thought. 

| could only watch the scene below me in a daze. Claudia 
swung her spear at the enemy soldiers, who were coming at 
her in all directions with their swords drawn, making me 
wonder just how her slender arms could have that much 
power. She drew back her spear, and stabbed the enemy 
behind her in the stomach, knocking him out. Taking 
advantage of the weight of her metal spear, she blew the 
swarm of enemies to the side. My cheeks twitched as | saw 
what an unstoppable force she was. 

Then, | felt Kamil wrap an arm around my stomach. 
Rashiok descended. With a roar, he sent the scattered 
enemy soldiers, who were in the vicinity of the tower 
connecting the nobles’ building and knight building, flying. 

“We're getting off!” 

Kamil picked me up and jumped off Rashiok’s back before 
he finished speaking. | felt pressure on my organs, and a 
groan escaped from my lips. 

“Now!” 

Surrounded by enemies, the knights, who had their hands 
full protecting the two unconscious men, looked for an 
opening, and ran. Kamil ran after him while still holding on 
to me. 


“Wh-what about Claudia, Rashiok and the others?!” 

“It’s alright, if they don’t have to guard anyone then they 
won't be defeated by those few people.” 

| cried out, worriedly, but Kamil responded, calmly. 
However, the scene of Dominic and the other soldiers from 
my army dying played repeatedly in my mind. 

Kamil had said they ‘won’t be defeated’. He didn’t say 
that nobody would die. However, that was something 
that would happen anyway, since this is war. In times of 
war, soldiers accept that they may die at any time, and 
didn’t | lead them here because of this? 

| swallowed the saliva that was overflowing in my mouth, 
and decided that this would be the last time | worry about 
what was happening behind me. 

Instead of wishing for them to live, | wished for victory. 
Their victory would give the sacrificed lives meaning, and 
allow the other soldier and knights to survive. | came here 
because | know that. Therefore, | have to survive for as long 
as | can to connect myself to their feelings. At the very 
least, | can’t allow myself to be killed for revenge just 
because | had let my guard down. 

Even though it was a time like this, memories of my 
childhood hectically flashed through my mind and 
disappeared; my family, father’s dark and twisted smile, and 
the silent and unfriendly maid who was so thin that it looked 
like she would break. 

You like me, don’t you? So much so that you want 
to kill me. | also like you, so much so that | don’t want to kill 
you. 

The cold feeling came back to me, and | choked as if a lid 
had been placed in my throat. | struggled free from Kamil’s 
arms. 

. Tsar?” 

“IT can run on my own.” 

When he reached out his hand to me in confusion, | 
casually dodged it. Apparently, Kamil won’t try to kill me 














somewhere others can see he might not want to be 
charged with a crime. Even if he were to slash me with his 
sword right now, it will probably be written off as ‘killed in 
action’. If Kamil really wanted to kill me and didn’t want to 
be charged with the crime, then this war is the golden 
opportunity for him. 
Kamil. Why did you come here? 

| asked myself this question once again in my mind, and 
felt a piercing pain in my chest... Even though | wanted to 
meet him. 





The knights, who were carrying Earl Einsbark and 
Wiegraf, went through the nobles’ building and headed 
straight for the hidden passage. There’s probably nowhere 
else that can serve as shelter for nobles. The enemies have 
raided Jugfena Fortress, and we don’t know their total 
numbers or what route they took, so hiding in a cave that 
the enemy probably didn’t Know about for the time being is 
probably the best course of action. 

We mixed along with the knights at the back and were 
running as well. 

Beyond the long corridor in the nobles’ building, | saw a 
wide space that was gorgeously decorated. This was the 
entrance hall in the nobles’ building, and connected the 
second and third floors. Since the first floor was for the 
servants, the noble guests were welcomed on the second 
floor of the nobles’ building. 

| discovered that we were half-way to our destination 
thanks to this hall, and was finally able to loosen up a little. 
We hadn't ran for that long, but to the abnormal feeling of 
being on a battlefield, the corridor felt unpleasantly longer 
than usual. We’ll reach the big hall with the hidden passage 
after we pass through this hall and a corridor. 

However. 

- Wait! Stop!” 





A knight running in front of us raised his voice to stop us. 
Everyone immediately got ready for battle. | tightly gripped 
the hilt of my sword, and slightly pulled it out of its sheath. | 
could see that tension had filled the air. | did my best to 
Sharpen my five senses as much as possible, so that | would 
be ready for anything then | heard the light sound of 
the enemy’s armour from behind. 

“What happened?” 

“Dammit... The entrance crumbled!” 

A soldier howled in disappointment as he looked at the 
entrance hall in regret for a few seconds, then he shook his 
head and turned around. 

“We can’t go through here. Retrace our steps before the 
enemy finds us!!” 

“The tower! We can get to the fourth floor from the 
tower!!” 

We turned around and climbed back up the tower which 
we had just passed through. Knights from the nobles’ 
building and the knight building clashed into each other as 
we continued up the narrow, Spiral stairway, then the last 
person bolted both doors. 

“Hurry!” 

It was clear that the doors were different in strengths. | 
could hear the sounds of bodies hitting against the wall, 
then the sounds of something cracking into pieces 
resounded throughout the tower. When we finally reached 
the corridor on the fourth floor, | could hear the dull thud of 
a bolt hitting the stone floor from somewhere. 

“Hurry to the big hall!” 

| could hear that there were several people chasing after 
us, but that was all | knew. | couldn’t afford to look back. The 
knights were carrying two injured nobles, so it would be 
challenging to attack back if the enemy was to strike here. 
In the first place, | couldn’t give my opinion since I’m not 
much better baggage than the two unconscious people over 
there. 





The enemy probably didn’t have any bows since they 
weren’t shooting arrows at us from behind, but other 
projectiles gradually came flying towards us, to the extent 
where it was getting harder to run due to the things 
cluttering the corridors. 

| ran desperately to avoid being a target, but an 
ornament plate smashed right next to me; a splinter from 
that grazed my cheeks, and | felt frustration along with pain. 

The differences in our strides was great, and | was slowly 
falling further and further behind into the back ranks, since | 
am slow. 

Suddenly, someone grabbed my arm and pulled me 
behind him. When | realised what was going on; Kamil had 
changed places with me for some reason. 

“Wah,” a surprise exclamation came out of my mouth. 
However, it was drowned out by a boom. A ray of white light 
burst right in front of me and my vision turned white. 

Kamil held me and rolled far away from the explosion 
point. | could see pillars of fire rising from the edge of my 
vision. | could only stare dumbfounded as the curtains near 
the carpet and barred windows went up in flames instantly. 
Kamil immediately stood up, and | don’t know whether he 
was carrying me or dragging me, but he ran in the opposite 
direction from the one where we were heading earlier. 

| could just make out that the glass windows on the other 
side of the curtains had shattered, and the pieces were 
blown outside. | could feel the heat from behind me. The 
woollen carpets burnt unusually fast. My heart was beating 
so fast that | wondered if | would get a heart attack. What 
was that? A bomb? No way. | have never heard that such 
weapons were being developed here, and they don’t even 
use gunpowder in this world. They might use Molotov 
cocktails here, but even those can’t explode. Moreover, | 
didn’t see any fire until the explosion happened. 

My body finally floated. Kamil lifted me up with one hand, 
then took a deep breath. 


“Kamil, are you injured?” 

Kamil’s right arm, which was holding onto me, was badly 
burnt and was dripping blood. Did he get burnt from the 
bomb earlier, ——— or did he get it from protecting me from 
the explosion? Come to think of it, there’s a dull, numb pain 
on my hands, feet and cheeks too. When | glanced down, | 
was bleeding all over the place, although it wasn’t as bad as 
Kamil. 

Whether it’s because my life is in danger, or maybe 
because my blood is actively circulating around, even 
though | should be hot-headed right now, my head was 
miraculously ice cold and clear. As the fog in my head 
cleared, | even remembered some previously blurry 
fragmented memories from my previous life. 

... Oh yeah, guns had appeared in Arxia Kingdom where 
the otome game had taken place. They were muzzleloaders, 
but | vaguely remember a conversation which stated that 
they were useful in subjugating magical beasts. 

| don’t have any proof that the situation of this world will 
move according to the scenario of the game, but if guns are 
going to be developed in seven or eight years, then they 
should already have the gunpowder. Even if Arxia doesn’t 
have such technology right now, maybe Densel does, or 
maybe it can be obtained in Parmigran as they thrive in sea 
trading. 

“Get out of my way!!” 

Kamil dove straight into the pursuers, who were chasing 
us from behind, while still holding on to me with one hand. It 
felt like my heart was freezing over. 

| wonder if Kamil is willing to die so that he can kill me, 
anger, fear, and suspicion was welling up within me. But, it’s 
too late to escape from his arm now. The fire was drawing 
closer from behind us. 

Kamil dodged the slashes from the attackers closest to 
us, and killed him with a single stab to the neck like he had 
done so long ago to the Lisol. The point of Kamil’s sword 





went into the enemy’s clavicle, and slid through the soft 
fleshy part of his neck. As expected, Kamil had hid his true 
Skill from me on that winter day. My face paled. 

Kamil easily dodge the next attacker’s swing from atop 
the stairs, then slit the throat of the man, who had hidden 
and ambushed us from the side. He changed to a backhand 
grip, and swung it without looking. 

| heard a thud, and was splashed in warm liquid. 

Kamil had killed three people in an instant like it was 
nothing. 

| could only watch him in astonishment. At the same 
time, | had goosebumps all over my body from my baseless 
fears. Why did Kamil have the skills to easily kill a person 
no, why did Kamil have the specialised training for 
killing people? Holding me in his arms wasn’t a drawback for 
him, he dodged the enemy’s attack, then stabbed their 
throats, and continued to repeat these robotic movements. 
Kamil had taken out 20 attackers by himself in less than five 
minutes. 

So much blood had collected into the carpet that it wasn’t 
absorbing anymore, and the blood that was dripping from 
my hair was making ripples as it dripped onto the blood 
pools. The smell of iron and blood filled the air, and | felt so 
nauseous that my stomach started churning. | only had a 
light breakfast, and had nothing to vomit out, so it was 
painful. Kamil’s blood-stained left hand stroked my back as | 
vomited. 

“Are you alright?” 

He began to run as he asked that. The second and third 
floors had collapsed, and the fourth floor was engulfed in 
fire, there are no more paths leading to the hidden passage. 
Did he not kill me in this pool of blood because the flames 
are still chasing after us and he didn’t have time? Or, 
is he really trying to protect me? 

| wonder if the knights, who are carrying Earl Einsbark 
and Wiegraf, are still okay on the other side of the flames. 








There was only one knight left behind on this side of the fire, 
but he had already died from being injured by shrapnel 
caused by the explosion, or because he was too slow to run 
away from the flames. 

“... Where are we... going?” 

For some reason, even opening my mouth was painful. 
My hands and feet feel hot. | even thought they were on fire. 
Kamil looked at me as if he was going to cry. It was 
troublesome to even think about why he was making that 
expression. 

“Where, you ask...? Somewhere... safe...” 

| heard a dull roar in the distance when Kamil replied to 
me in a soft voice. Did it come from above us? It must be 
another explosive. Then, another explosion followed shortly 
after. We probably won’t be able to go to the roof. 

“... Ka... mil. Let me down... | can walk.” 

| muttered. 

Kamil pretended that he hadn’t heard what | had said, 
and adjusted his grip on me to make me more comfortable, 
then he sped up even more. We left the tower, went through 
the knights’ building all the way to the barracks. Nothing 
was burning in the barracks. There were no carpets or 
curtains in the corridor, just solid, rustic stone. Enemies kept 
coming at us from the south, so | thought that the enemies 
in the other direction had probably been annihilated; but 
contrary to my expectations, there were very few people in 
the barracks, and Kamil silently disposed of the soldiers who 
weren’t wearing our tunics. 

How come Kamil can kill like this? Is it because he is 
trying to kill me? Then, why doesn’t he kill me now? 

My thoughts spun around in circles because | was tired, 
and | couldn’t come up with a reasonable answer because | 
couldn’t think properly. That was when | heard a riot outside 
the window. Kamil didn’t let me down, but at least he should 
understand what | want. | pointed at the window with my 
chin, and he walked towards it. 


Outside the window, the gate at the castle walls had been 
broken down, and waves of people were flooding in. My 
brain froze when | saw that they were soldiers wearing the 
insignia of the Densel army. 

However, | relaxed when | saw a group in black 
chasing after them. 

The 1st Knight Order was in high spirits as they trapped 
the remnants of the enemy army between the wall and 
fortress. | saw Ergnard passing calmly through the castle 
gate, still dressed in black while surrounded by knights. 

I’m glad he’s okay. 

He was at the back of the centre formation, but he had 
maneuvered the left and right wings into different 
directions, so they were able to react to Densel’s attack 
immediately. Of course, the risk of dying also jumped up a 
lot. 

Even if Ergnard had been in a safe position, another 
person would take his place and be at risk. However, he 
taught me the halberd, acted as my bodyguard, and 
reminded me of my previous life’s parents, of how 
parents should be, so of course | would wish that someone 
else would get injured or die in his place. 

In any case, if the battle at the Great Plains have 
concluded, then the situation at the fortress will also turn 
back in our favour. | couldn’t help but exhale slowly. I’m 
pretty sure | feel relieved. 

| felt relaxed since they were back. 

“Tssaar?!” 

My body went limp, maybe because my tension was 
gone, or because the fatigue that | had ignored until now 
suddenly came crashing down on me. Kamil quickly 
adjusted his hold on me, and shook me. 








Part 8 


“Are you alright!? Where does it hurt?! Get it together, 
Eliza-sama!!” 

He looks desperate or like he was going to cry. My head 
felt like it had just been hit. 

Kamil will... kill me? What stupid thing am | worrying 
about? Why do | think that a person with this kind of 
expression would try to kill me? 

The words ‘let me down’ didn’t come out of my mouth 
this time. | clung to his neck with my powerless right arm 
and cried. 
| understood everything in that moment. 





A dozen soldiers came like an avalanche from the room 
facing the corridor along with a loud smash. Kamil’s reaction 
was momentarily delayed because he was hugging me with 
both arms. 

My vision blurred, and Kamil hugged me so tightly that it 
hurt. 

“Aah 

In less than a minute, | heard many dull crashes near us. 
Kamil’s body shook a little. | heard a low groan come out 
from his mouth. | felt as if a scorching pole was pressed 
against my left arm that was between Kamil’s stomach and 
my body and realised that this was pain. 

The sword that was protruding through Kamil’s body 
pierced my left arm. Kamil got stabbed because he 
protected me my head went blank. 

“Uoah, aah...” 

At that moment, something that tastes like salty blood 
and iron swirled in my mouth, and my whole body rolled. | 
bit on something that was in my mouth. It was Kamil’s 
finger, and | realised after | had hit my head hard on the 
stone wall that he must have put it in my mouth so that | 
wouldn’t bite my tongue while we were rolling. The stars 
dancing before my eyes rebuked my body, and | somehow 
managed to look up. 


” 
. 











In an instant, a lot of blood splashed before my eyes. 
Kamil’s arm moved faster than | can follow, and the people 
around us fell down to the ground with a clatter. At the same 
time, an appalling amount of blood dripped from Kamil’s 
stomach. 

“Ka... mil.” 

Every time the enemy decreased by one, Kamil’s 
movements visibly worsened. His expressionless side profile 
was pale, and he was biting hard on his lips. | forced my 
powerless body to move and pulled out the short sword that 
was hoisted on my waist with my left hand. The chain on my 
wrist rattled clearly and sounded out-of-place. 

“... Gaah.” 

The sound of sticky water came out from Kamil’s mouth 
along with darkish blood. He didn’t seem to care about this 
as his right hand continued to thrust his sword into the neck 
of the oncoming enemy soldiers. 

That was his limit. Kamil’s body slipped forward. | 
saw the last soldier, who he had stabbed, swing a sword at 
his back. Everything stopped at that moment. It looked as if 
everything was playing in frames. | held my short sword in 
front of my chest and drove at the enemy’s bosom with all 
my might. | hallucinated that my body had become like a 
Spring. 

Even the handle of my short sword pierced deeply into 
the enemy’s solar plexus. My body stumbled a little from the 
heavy blow, and the blade that had been swung down at 
Kamil dropped to the floor without grazing him. As soon as 
Kamil flopped on the floor, the enemy, who | had stabbed, 
also fell down. Did | kill him? | stared down at him, blankly. 

When | came to, my shoulders were moving up and down 
violently, and | breathed. For the first time in my life, | 
stabbed someone to death. The dull feeling in my palm from 
when | stabbed the blade into the attacker remained. It was 
the same as killing a beast, but | felt disgusted for some 
reason. 





The shivers from the bottom of my stomach spread 
throughout my whole body, and my body felt weak again. 

“Tsar...” 

Kamil looked up at me with a stunned expression as he 
laid down on the floor. 

“.. Kam... il.” 

A pathetic, trembling voice came out from the back of my 
throat. Blood continued to flow endlessly from Kamil’s 
stomach and side, and the stone floor gradually filled up 
with red. A pale face stared at me. 

| couldn’t even move a single finger. My brain was numb, 
and my body refused to do anything but stare back at Kamil. 
He can only wait for death with those injuries. He had a 
large hole in his stomach, and he had damaged his internal 
organs as well, so there was no way to treat him. 

The back of my throat burnt in pain. 

My sight turned blurry as warm water leaked from my 
eyes and down onto my cheeks. Am I... crying right now? 

“Don’t die... Kamil, you can’t...” 

Those words slipped out. Without thinking, those words 
flowed out from my mouth. | shamefully sobbed and whined 
like a little baby. Am | throwing a tantrum? Why am | trying 
to tell him something now? 

| should have obediently let him hold me, but | refused 
because | didn’t trust him, and just let myself lose strength. 
He protected me. 

And, this was the result. Eliza Kaldia, the foolish actions 
that you are guilty of are right in front of your eyes. 

My brain felt so hot as if it was boiling. My vision became 
white and cloudy, and my head was spinning like | was 
drunk. At the edge of my vision, | saw that | was gripping my 
hand so hard that it was turning white, and noticed that | 
was boiling with anger. | hated myself so much that | wanted 
to vomit. The taste of blood spread from where | was biting 
my lips. 


In contrast to me, Kamil showed a gentle smile. My heart 
hurt so much that it felt as if it was being grasped. 

“... It’s fine. It can’t... be helped.” 

Kamil spoke in a weak voice. | was afraid that he was 
going to cough up blood, and my body trembled even more. 
No, | just finally realised that | was already shaking pretty 
badly. His faint voice seemed like it would disappear, and | 
crawled to Kamil’s side, driven by fear. 

“You couldn’t... trust me... right? If you Knew what... | was 
hiding... then of course you wouldn't.” 

Kamil talked with frequent pauses. My body shivered 
helplessly. 

“You... knew that... | was the... son of... the merchant... 
who had killed your family... didn’t you?” 

| couldn’t nod, and even forgot to breathe as | listened to 
his words. 

“I’m sorry... my father... killed your... family. That’s why... 
| thought... the least... | could do was protect you... 
Because... you’re really a small child.” 

Kamil’s voice gradually became choppier, and he had 
gotten so passionate that it made me want to cry. Do | want 
to cry? Or do | want to cling onto Kamil and ask for 
forgiveness? All my feelings turned into regret and was 
swirling inside me like a vortex. 

However, that as well, ended quickly and felt like it had 
escaped into the air. There was nowhere to throw the 
emotions that had swelled up inside me. | had caused 
everything. 

It seemed much better to tell him everything than have 
thoughts like that. 

‘ No, Kamil...” 

When | realised, | was slowly shaking my head. | couldn’t 
honestly accept Kamil’s feelings since he didn’t have any 
hidden agenda []|—— | couldn’t forgive myself, no matter 
what. Even | knew that | was feeling so helpless that my 
feelings and shoulders were drooping. 





| tore up my cloak, which was pointless to wear anymore, 
and pushed it against Kamil’s stomach; desperately with my 
trembling arms. Tears dripped down onto the back of my 
hand. 

“aos Si ake” 

Kamil raised his voice in confusion. At least, | thought as | 
raised my trembling face and looked at him. 

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, you’re wrong, I'll tell you properly 
I’ll tell you everything, so please, don’t die.” 

My choppy words were extremely annoying. 

| stared at him so that | could burn his image into my 
mind as he gazed at me, but my vision was blurred by my 
tears. My body froze. | can’t breathe anymore. 

“Forgive... me...” 

| shamelessly begged for forgiveness, what will he say? 

| regretted it after | said it. Why did | ask that of Kamil? 
Why can | explain everything to him now? Aren’t | just 
confessing everything to him to satisfy myself? 

| felt like gouging my heart out as | wallowed in self- 





loathing. 
Kamil quietly closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. 
“—_____... Okay. Yup... I’ll listen... to it... properly next 
time.” 


Just as | thought, his voice died down as it remained 
gentle. 





With that, Kamil didn’t open his eyes. 

“Kamil...?2” 

| timidly touched the blood that had already dried on his 
cheeks. It felt surprisingly cold, and my shoulders 
shuddered involuntarily. 

“Eliza... sama... My... Ts-ar... don’t cry...” 

Kamil said while panting as if it was annoying to speak. 

He sluggishly lifted his hand, and hugged my head 
against his right shoulder. | obediently let him do so, and 
sunk my head into a pool of blood. Kamil’s body warmth 


Slowly left him even though | was touching him on top of his 
clothes, and it was so terrifying. 

| slid my head down from his shoulder lightly and rested 
on his left breast. | heard that his heart was still beating 
feebly, and felt so relieved that | shed tears. 

He’s still alive. 

| only listened to the small sound of his weakening heart 
without caring about the angry roars and shouts near me. 
Before long, | couldn’t hear it anymore, and the 
hand that was against my head fell limp to the ground. 

| had already exceeded my limit, and | sensed it when my 
consciousness was So thin that | couldn’t even understand 
when | would die. Then, | don’t Know what happened after 
that. 





After a while, screams and shouts came from on the other 
side of the tower door at the end of the corridor, and heard 
the door being kicked open. 

People’s angry roars echoed in the corridor. | felt like | 
heard Gunter and Claudia calling my name among that. 


Epilogue 


Having read through all the dangerous documents, such 
as Rindarl’s Intelligence Report with Ergnard, | immediately 
called Claudia-dono and asked her to “prepare for war”. 

The latest report had information that couldn’t be 
overlooked. Densel is gathering a large amount of food and 
personnel in other words, the fact that they are 
preparing for war is important, but so is the top secret 
information on a potential defector in their forces. 

He was a young man, just a little over twenty years of 
age, with brown hair and brown eyes. He was horribly 
accurate with a knife, and he had burn marks all over his 
body. 

How many people in this world are there that fit this 
concise description? 

However, | have hope. | won’t give up. 

| can’t give up until | see that this person is not Kamil 
with my own eyes. 

“He might be your attendant?” 

“It’s just a possibility.” 

“Even though he’s from the enemy army?” 

Ergnard’s voice was harsh. He has never met Kamil in 
person, but he is one of the people who was at the secret 
defensive battle where Kamil had disappeared. The first 
person to find me when | had fainted in the hallway was also 
him after he had beaten back the waves of soldiers from 
Densel and retreated back to the fortress. 

“Because you Said it, didn’t you? Kamil wasn’t there. And 
that he might have been kidnapped, judging from the traces 
that were left behind in the hallway. It’s not rare to take 
prisoners, is it?” 





“That’s... true. But, it’s also possible that he disappeared 
on his own.” 

| turned away from Ergnard, who was looking grim, and 
checked my equipment. My favourite halberd, my one- 
handed sword, and an old knife. The knife was from the first 
time | had stabbed a man to death and saved Kamil on that 
day. 

The secret defensive battle. Even the name of the 
first battle that | have ever participated in has been lost, 
and it was now only vaguely called that. 

Information about that battle was hidden because Arxia 
had received a lot of damage, and because all the troops 
that had attacked Jugfena Fortress were merely ‘bandits’. 
During the post-war process, Densel had said that all those 
who belonged to that army were ‘traitors’ to the Duke and 
they renounced their responsibilities towards that army. 

| learnt of this a month after the battle. 

During that January, | had turned into a living corpse; 
without conscious, without speaking, ate with assistance, 
went to the toilet, and slept like the dead. 

When | came back to my senses and was asked about 
what happened, of course | thought Kamil was dead. | 
certainly heard his heart stop. 

But they couldn’t find his body, no matter how much they 
searched. There was no reason for a corpse to move around 
on its own, so Kamil was treated as a ‘missing person’. 

How did he survive with that wound? | rolled up my left 
sleeve and removed the cloth on my wrist. 

The thin chain that he gave me was still on my wrist. The 
amber stone, which reminded me of Kamil’s eyes, is now 
cloudy with blood and grease. | have to get a craftsman to 
polish it soon. 

And, | had a scar from another battle that ran down my 
arm, and the white skin that was a characteristic of the 
Jugfena region and | had the young skin of a 13 year old. 
There was no scar from the sword which was supposed to 





have pierced Kamil’s stomach on that day. It was already 
gone by the time | woke up, just like Kamil was. 

“... Well, no matter who you’re looking for, it doesn’t 
change what you have to do in the battlefield.” 

Ergnard said not long after while sighing. 

“It hasn’t been three days since you've entered school...” 

“| wonder if it’s an uncivilized Rindal thing, they pay no 
mind to whether they’re refined or not.” 

| sighed. | never imagined that | would make a u-turn 
back to my fief, even though it hasn’t been five days since 
I’ve come to the royal capital. It isn’t good to mess up my 
life when it has finally completely changed, and | was happy 
with it. 

“Dear me... So, is it Densel again? Do they never learn? 
Will the other three dukedoms watch from the side-lines this 
time?” 

| ripped off the seal wax and held the paper that was 
inside to the light. The war with Densel, which began a year 
ago with a full-fledged battle on the plains, have been local 
conflicts, and Arxia Kingdom has continuously won 
unilaterally for now. 

“Your mouth is smiling, Eliza.” 

“Oh, my bad. It’s not like | enjoy war.” 

It seemed that a smile floated on my face without me 
realising. | tightened my face when Ergnard pointed this out. 
| knew that it still looked superficial. 

“Of course, Densel wouldn’t learn from experience. 
Anyway, even if they throw all they have into a battle, or 
even if an abrupt skirmish breaks out, it’ll be like they were 
crushed by a single girl. Their face is probably mangled. 
They won't let the war end unless they win once.” 

While saying that, Ergnard looked at me and laughed. | 
let his comment slide with a nonchalant expression on my 
face, but inside | was ashamed. 

“For that reason, my precious child is referred to as a 
cruel Earl or cold blooded by those stupid nobles, though 


honestly it’s not a good thing to hear.” 

“| don’t plan on doing anything drastic.” 

“Yeah right. You’ve already rampaged enough... Come out 
when you're ready. If we hurry, we’ll make it in time for the 
House of Lords today,” he said, and smoothly left the room. 

| quickly gathered my weapons and followed after him. | 
wasn’t scheduled to attend today’s House of Lords meeting, 
but | don’t know when they will discuss the intelligence 
report, so it was better to participate whenever | can. 

| lifted my left arm in front of me again and shook the thin 
chain around my wrist. The chain clinked together in the 
same way it had when it was dropped on my pillow on that 
day. 

“.,. Let’s go. | feel bad for Densel, but I'll have them 
accompany me on my childish outburst of anger for a while 
longer.” 

| muttered and got up from the sofa to get dressed. 

| raised the hem of my knight uniform’s long coat and left 
the dormitory. Now, it’s the beginning of a thrilling battle. 

The stage of this game isn’t the academy where | am the 
villainess. Is it on the battlefield where | stand as feudal lord 
of Kaldia, hated by the enemy and feared as the Bloody 
Earl. 


... Now, honestly, why did it turn out like this? 


Notes 


[-1] 
They use a really old time-counter here... But to make it 
easier for you all... 


[-2] 
The dalmatic is a long, wide-sleeved tunic, which serves 
as a liturgical vestment in the Catholic Church. 
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